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INTRODUCTION 

' F the effect of the Plays and 
Poems, taken in their mass, be 
most of all to appear often to 
mock our persistent ignorance 
of so many of the conditions of 
their birth, and thereby to place 
on the rack again our strained 
and aching wonder, this charac- 
ter has always struck me as more 
particularly kept up for them by 
The Tempest ; the production, of 
the long series, in which the 
Questions, as the critical reader 
of Shakespeare must ever comprehensively and ruefully 
caU them and more or less resignedly live with them, 
hover before us in their most tormenting form. It may 
seem no very philosophic state of mind, the merely 
baffled and exasperated view of one of the supreme 
works of all hterature ; though I feel, for myself, that to 
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confess to it now and then, by way of relief, is no un- 
worthy tribute to the work. It is not, certainly, the 
ti'ibute most frequently paid, for the large body of com- 
ment and criticism of which this play alone has been 
the theme abounds much rather in affirmed conclusions, 
complacencies of conviction, fuU apprehensions of the 
meaning and triumphant pointings of the moral. The 
Questions, in the light of aU this wisdom, convert them- 
selves, with comparatively small difficulty, into smooth 
and definite answers ; the innumerable dim ghosts that 
flit, like started game at eventide, through the deep dusk 
of our speculation, with just form enough to quicken it 
and no other charity for us at all, bench themselves along 
the vista as solidly as FalstafF and as vividly as Hotspur. 
Everything has thus been attributed to the piece before 
us, and every attribution so made has been in turn 
brushed away ; merely to glance at such a monument to 
the interest inspired is to recognise a battleground of • 
opposed factions, not a little enveloped in sound and 
smoke. Of these copious elements, produced for the 
most part to the best intention, we remain accordingly 
conscious ; so that to approach the general bone of con- 
tention, as we can but familiarly name it, for whatever 
purpose, we have to cross the scene of action at a mortal 
risk, making the fewest steps of it and trusting to the 
probable calm at the centre of the storm. There in 
fact, though there only, we find that serenity ; find the 
subject itself intact and unconscious, seated as unwink- 
ing and inscrutable as a divinity in a temple, save for that 
vague flicker of derision, the only response to our inter- 
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pretative heat, which adds the last beauty to its face. 
The divinity never relents — never, like the image of life 
in The Winter's Tale, steps down from its pedestal ; it 
simply leaves us to stare on through the ages, with this 
fact indeed of having crossed the circle of fire, and so got 
into the real and right relation to it, for our one comfort.^ 
The position of privilege of The Tempest as the latest 
example, to aU appearance, of the author's rarer work, 
with its distance from us in time thereby shortened to 
the extent of the precious step or two, was certain to 
expose it, at whatever final cost, we easily see, to any 
amount of interpretative zeal. With its first recorded 
performance that of February 1613, when it was given 
in honour of the marriage of the Princess Elizabeth, its 
finished state cannot have preceded his death by more 
than three years, and we accordingly take it as the finest 
flower of his experience. Here indeed, as on so many 
of the Questions, judgments sharply differ, and this use 
of it as an ornament to the nuptials of the daughter of 
James I. and the young Elector Palatine may have 
been but a repetition of previous performances ; though 
it is not in such a case supposable that these can have 
been numerous. They would antedate the play, at the 
most, by a year or two, and so not throw it essentially 
further back from us. The Tempest speaks to us, some- 
how, convincingly, as a piece de circonstance, and the 
suggestion that it was addressed, in its brevity, its rich 
simplicity, and its free elegance, to court-production, and 
above all to providing, with a string of other dramas, for 
the " intellectual " splendour of a wedding-feast, is, when 
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once entertained, not easily dislodged. A few things 
fail to fit, but more fit strikingly. I like therefore to 
think of the piece as of 1613. To refer it, as it is referred 
by other reckonings, to 1611 is but to thicken that im- 
penetrability of silence in which Shakespeare's latest 
years enfold him. Written as it must have been on the 
earlier calculation, before the age of forty-seven, it has 
that rare value of the richly mature note of a genius who, 
by our present measure of growth and fulness, was stiU 
young enough to have had in him a world of life : we 
feel behind it the immense procession of its predecessors, 
while we yet stare wistfully at the plenitude and the 
majesty, the expression as of something broad-based and 
ultimate, that were not, in any but a strained sense, to 
borrow their warrant from the weight of years. Nothing 
so enlarges the wonder of the whole time-question in 
Shakespeare's career as the fact of this date, in easy middle 
life, of his time-cUmax ; which, if we knew less, other- 
wise, than we do about him, might aifect us as attempt, 
on the part of treacherous History, to pass him off as one 
of those monsters of precocity who, fortunately for their 
probable reputation, the too likely betrayal of short- 
windedness, are cut off in their comparative prime. 
The transmuted young rustic who, after a look over 
London, brief at the best, was ready at the age of thirty 
to produce The Merchant of Venice and A Midsum- 
mer Night's Dream (and this after the half-dozen splen- 
did prelusive things that had included, at twenty-eight, 
Romeo and Juliet), had been indeed a monster of pre- 
cocity — which aU geniuses of the first order are not ; 
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but the day of his paying for it had neither arrived nor, 
however faintly, announced itself, and the fathomless 
strangeness of his story, the abrupt stoppage of his pulse 
after The Tempest, is not, in charity, lighted for us by a 
glimmer of explanation. The explanation by some in- 
terposing accident is as absent as any symptom of "de- 
clining powers." 

His powers declined, that is — but declined merely to 
obey the spring we should have supposed inherent in 
them ; and their possessor's case derives from this, I 
think, half the secret of its so inestimably mystifying us. 
He died, for a nature so organized, too lamentably soon ; 
but who knows where we should have been with him if 
he had not lived long enough so to affirm, with many 
other mysteries, the mystery of his abrupt and complete 
cessation? There is that in The Tempest, specifically, 
though almost all indefinably, which seems to show us 
the artist consciously tasting of the first and rarest of his 
gifts, that of imaged creative Expression, the instant 
sense of some copious equivalent of thought for every 
grain of the grossness of reality ; to show him as unre- 
sistingly aware, in the depths of his genius, that nothing 
like it had ever been known, or probably would ever be 
again known, on earth, and as so given up, more than 
on other occasions, to the joy of sovereign science. There 
are so many sides from which any page that shows his 
stamp may be looked at that a handful of reflections can 
hope for no coherency, in the chain of association imme- 
diately formed, unless they happen to bear upon some 
single truth. Such a truth then, for me, is this compara- 
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tive — by which one can really but mean this superlative 

— artistic value of the play seen in the meagre circle of 
the items of our knowledge about it. Let me say that 
our knowledge, in the whole connection, is a quantity 
that shifts, surprisingly, with the measure of a felt need ; 
appearing to some of us, on some sides, adequate, various, 
large, and appearing to others, on whatever side, a scant 
beggar's portion. We are concerned, it must be remem- 
bered, here — that is for getting generally near our author 

— not only with the number of the mustered facts, but 
with the kind of fact that each may strike us as being : 
never unmindful that such matters, when they are few, 
may go far for us if they be individually but ample and 
significant ; and when they are numerous, on the other 
hand, may easUy fall short enough to break our hearts if 
they be at the same time but individually small and poor. 
Three or four stepping-stones across a stream will serve 
if they are broad slabs, but it will take more than may be 
counted if they are only pebbles. Beyond all gainsaying 
then, by many an estimate, is the penury in which even 
the most advantageous array of the Shakespearean facts 
stiU leaves us : strung together with whatever ingenuity 
they remain, for our discomfiture, as the pebbles across 
the stream. 

To balance, for our occasion, this light scale, however, 
The Tempest affects us, taking its complexity and its 
perfection together, as the rarest of all examples of lit- 
erary art. There may be other things as exquisite, other 
single exhalations of beauty reaching as high a mark 
and sustained there for a moment, just as there are other 
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deep wells of poetry from which eupfuls as crystalline 
may, in repeated dips, be drawn ; but nothing, surely, of 
equal length and variety lives so happily and radiantly as 
a whole : no poetic birth ever took place under a star 
appointed to blaze upon it so steadily. The felicity 
enjoyed is enjoyed longer and more intensely, and the 
art involved, completely revealed, as I suggest, to the 
master, holds the securest revel. The man himself, in 
the Plays, we directly touch, to my consciousness, posi- 
tively nowhere : we are dealing too perpetually with the 
artist, the monster and magician of a thousand masks, 
not one of which we feel him drop long enough to gratify 
with the breath of the interval that strained attention in 
us which would be yet, so quickened, ready to become 
deeper still. Here at last the artist is, comparatively 
speaking, so generalised, so consummate and typical, so 
frankly amused with himself, that is with his art, with 
his power, with his theme, that it is as if he came to 
meet us more than his usual half-way, and as if, thereby, 
in meeting Idm, and touching him, we were nearer to 
meeting and touching the man. The man everywhere, 
in Shakespeare's work, is so effectually locked up and 
imprisoned in the artist that we but hover at the base of 
thick walls for a sense of him ; while, in addition, the 
artist is so steeped in the abysmal objectivity of his 
characters and situations that the great billows of the 
medium itself play with him, to our vision, very much 
as, over a ship's side, in certain waters, we catch, through 
transparent tides, the flash of strange sea-creatures. What 
we are present at in this fashion is a series of incalcu- 
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lable plunges — the series of those that have taken effect, 
I mean, after the great primary plunge, made once for 
all, of the man into the artist : the successive plunges 
of the artist himself into Romeo and into Juliet, into 
Shylock, Hamlet, Macbeth, Coriolanus, Cleopatra, An- 
tony, Lear, Othello, Falstaff, Hotspur ; immersions dur- 
ing which, though he always ultimately finds his feet, 
the very violence of the movements involved troubles 
and distracts our sight. In The Tempest, by the supreme 
felicity I speak of, is no violence ; he sinks as deep as we 
like, but what he sinks into, beyond all else, is the lucid 
stillness of his style. 

One can speak, in these matters, but from the impres- 
sion determined by one's own inevitable standpoint ; 
again and again, at any rate, such a masterpiece puts 
before me the very act of the momentous conjunction 
taking place for the poet, at a given hour, between his 
charged inspiration and his clarified experience : or, as 1 
should perhaps better express it, between his human curi- 
osity and his aesthetic passion. Then, if he happens to 
have been, all his career, with his equipment for it, more 
or less the victim and the slave of the former, he yields, 
by way of a change, to the impulse of allowing the latter, 
for a magnificent moment, the upper hand. The human 
curiosity, as I call it, is always there — with no more need 
of making provision for it than use in taking precautions 
against it ; the suiTcnder to the luxury of expertness may 
therefore go forward on its own conditions. I can offer 
no better description of The Tempest as fresh re-perusal 
lights it for me than as such a surrender, sublimely en- 
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joyed ; and I may frankly say that, under this impression 
of it, there is no refinement of the artistic consciousness 
that I do not see my way — or feel it, better, perhaps, 
since we but grope, at the best, in our darkness — to at- 
tribute to the author. It is a way that one follows to 
the end, because it is a road, I repeat, on which one least 
misses some glimpse of him face to face. If it be true 
that the thing was concocted to meet a particular de- 
mand, that of the master of the King's revels, with his 
prescription of date, form, tone and length, this, so far 
from interfering with the Poet's perception of a charm- 
ing opportunity to taste for himself, for himself above all, 
and as he had almost never so tasted, not even in A 
Midsummer Night's Dream, of the quality of his mind 
and the virtue of his skill, would have exceedingly 
favoured the happy case. Innumerable one may always 
suppose these delicate debates and intimate understand- 
ings of an artist with himself. " How much taste, in 
the world, may I conceive that I have ? — and what a 
charming idea to snatch a moment for finding out I 
What moment could be better than this — a bridal even- 
ing before the Court, with extra candles and the hand- 
somest company — if I can but put my hand on the right 
' scenario ' ? " We can catch, across the ages, the search- 
ing sigh and the look about ; we receive the stirred 
breath of the ripe, amused genius ; and, stretching, as I 
admit I do at least, for a still closer conception of the 
beautiful crisis, I find it pictured for me in some such 
presentment as that of a divine musician who, alone in 
his room, preludes or improvises at close of day. He 

[ xvii ] 



THE TEMPEST 



sits at the harpsichord, by the open window, in the sum- 
mer dusk ; his hands wander over the keys. They stray 
far, for his motive, but at last he finds and holds it ; then 
he lets himself go, embroidering and refining : it is the 
thing for the hour and his mood. The neighbours may 
gather in the garden, the nightingale be hushed on the 
bough ; it is none the less a private occasion, a concert 
of one, both performer and auditor, who plays for his 
own ear, his own hand, his own innermost sense, and for 
the bliss and capacity of his instrument. Such are the 
only hours at which the artist viay, by any measure 
of his own (too many things, at others, make heavily 
against it) ; and their challenge to him is irresistible if 
he has known, aU along, too much compromise and too 
much sacrifice. 

The face that beyond any other, however, I seem to 
see The Tempest turn to us is the side on which it so 
superlatively speaks of that endowment for Expression, 
expression as a primary force, a consuming, an indepen- 
dent passion, which was the greatest ever laid upon man. 
It is for Shakespeare's power of constitutive speech quite 
as if he had swum into our ken with it from another 
planet, gathering it up there, in its wealth, as something 
antecedent to the occasion and the need, and if possible 
quite in excess of them ; something that was to make of 
our poor world a great flat table for receiving the glitter 
and clink of outpoured treasure. The idea and the mo- 
tive are more often than not so smothered in it that they 
scarce know themselves, and the resources of such a style, 
the provision of images, emblems, energies of every sort, 
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laid up in advance, affects us as the storehouse of a king 
before a famine or a siege — which not only, by its scale, 
braves depletion or exhaustion, but bursts, through mere 
excess of quantity or presence, out of all doors and win- 
dows. It renders the poverties and obscurities of our 
world, as I say, in the dazzling terms of a richer and 
better. It constitutes, by a miracle, more than half the 
author's material; so much more usually does it happen, 
for the painter or the poet, that life itself, in its appeal- 
ing, overwhelming crudity, offers itself as the paste to be 
kneaded. Such a personage works in general in the very 
elements of experience ; whereas we see Shakespeare 
working predominantly in the terms of expression, all in 
the terms of the artist's specific vision and genius ; with 
a thicker cloud of images to attest his approach, at any 
point, than the comparatively meagre given case ever has 
to attest its own identity. He points for us as no one 
else the relation of style to meaning and of manner to 
motive ; a matter on which, right and left, we hear such 
rank ineptitudes uttered. Unless it be true that these 
things, on either hand, are inseparable ; unless it be true 
that the phrase, the cluster and order of terms, is the 
object and the sense, in as close a compression as that of 
body and soul, so that any consideration of them as dis- 
tinct, from the moment style is an active, applied force, 
becomes a gross stupidity : unless we recognise this real- 
ity the author of The Tempest has no lesson for us. 
It is by his expression of it exactly as the expression 
stands that the particular thing is created, created as in- 
teresting, as beautiful, as strange, droll or terrible — as 
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related, in short, to our understanding or our sensibility ; 
in consequence of which we reduce it to naught when we 
begin to talk of either of its presented parts as matters 
by themselves. 

All of which considerations indeed take us too far ; 
what it is important to note being simply our Poet's 
high testimony to this independent, absolute value of 
Style, and to its need thoroughly to project and seat it- 
self It had been, as so seating itself, the very home of 
his mind, for his aU too few twenty years ; it had been 
the supreme source to him of the joy of Ufe. It had 
been in fine his material, his plastic clay ; since the more 
subtly he applied it the more secrets it had to give him, 
and the more these secrets might appear to him, at every 
point, one with the lights and shades of the human pic- 
ture, one with the mjTiad pulses of the spirit of man. 
Thus it was that, as he passed from one application of it 
to another, tone became, for all its suggestions, more and 
more sovereign to him, and the subtlety of its secrets an 
exquisite interest. If I see him, at the last, over The 
Tempest, as the composer, at the harpsichord or the 
violin, extemporising in the summer twilight, it is ex- 
actly that he is feeling there for tone and, by the same 
token, finding it — finding it as The Tempest, beyond 
any register of ours, immortally gives it. This surrender 
to the highest sincerity of virtuosity, as we nowadays 
call it, is to my perception all The Tempest ; with no 
possible depth or delicacy in it that such an imputed 
character does not cover and provide for. The subject 
to be treated was the simple fact (if one may call any- 
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thing in the matter simple) that refinement, selection, 
economy, the economy not of poverty! but of wealth a 
little weary of congestion — the very air of the lone 
island and the very law of the Court celebration — were 
here implied and imperative things. Anything was a 
subject, always, that offered to sight an aperture of size 
enough for expression and its train to pass in and deploy 
themselves. If they filled up all the space, none the 
worse ; they occupied it as nothing else could do. The 
subjects of the Comedies are, without exception, old 
wives' tales — which we are not too insuflferably aware 
of only because the iridescent veil so perverts their pro- 
portions. The subjects of the Histories are no subjects 
at all ; each is but a row of pegs for the hanging of the 
cloth of gold that is to muffle them. Such a thing as 
The Merchant of Venice declines, for very shame, to be 
reduced to its elements of witless " story " ; such things 
as the two Parts of Henry the Fourth form no more 
than a straight convenient channel for the procession of 
evoked images that is to pom* through it hke a torrent. 
Each of these productions is none the less of incompar- 
able splendour; by which splendour we are bewildered 
till we see how it comes. Then we see that every inch 
of it is personal tone, or in other words brooding expres- 
sion raised to the highest energy. Push such energy far 
enough — far enough if you can ! — and, being what it is, 
it then inevitably provides for Character. Thus we see 
character, in every form of which the " story " gives the 
thinnest hint, marching through the pieces I have named 
in its habit as it lives, and so filling out the scene that 
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nothing is missed. The " story " in The Tempest is a 
thing of naught, for any story will provide a remote 
island, a shipwreck and a coincidence. Prospero and 
Miranda, awaiting their relatives, are, in the present case, 
for the relatives, the coincidence — just as the relatives 
are the coincidence for them. Ariel and Caliban, and the 
island-airs and island-scents, and aU the rest of the 
charm and magic and the ineffable delicacy (a delicacy 
positively at its highest in the conception and execution 
of Caliban) are the style handed over to its last disci- 
plined passion of curiosity ; a curiosity which flowers, at 
this pitch, into the freshness of each of the characters. 

There are judges for whom the piece is a tissue of 
symbols ; symbols of the facts of State then apparent, 
of the lights of philosophic and political truth, of the 
"deeper meanings of hfe," above aU, of a high crisis in 
its author's career. At this most relevant of its mystic 
values only we may glance ; the consecrated estimate 
of Prospero's surrender of his magic robe and staff as a 
figure for Shakespeare's own self-despoilment, his consid- 
ered purpose, at this date, of future silence. Dr. George 
Brandes works out in detail that analogy ; the produc- 
tion becomes, on such a supposition, Shakespeare's "fare- 
well to the stage " ; his retirement to Stratford, to end 
his days in the care of his property and in oblivion of the 
theatre, was a course for which his arrangements had 
already been made. The simplest way to put it, since I 
have likened him to the musician at the piano, is to say 
that he had decided upon the complete closing of this 
instrument, and that in fact he was to proceed to lock 
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it with the sharp click that has reverberated through the 
ages, and to spend what remained to him of life in walk- 
ing about a small, squalid country-town with his hands 
in his pockets and an ear for no music now but the chink 
of the coin they might turn over there. This is indeed 
in general the accepted, the imposed view of the position 
he had gained : this freedom to " elect," as we say, to 
cease, intellectually, to exist: this ability, exercised at 
the zenith of his splendour, to shut down the Ud, from 
one day to another, on the most potent aptitude for 
vivid reflection ever lodged in a human frame and to 
conduct himself thereafter, in all ease and comfort, not 
only as if it were not, but as if it had never been. I 
speak of our " accepting " the prodigy, but by the estab- 
lished record we have no choice whatever ; which is why 
it is imposed, as I say, on our bewildered credulity. 
With the impossibility of proving that the author of 
The Tempest did, after the date of that production, ever 
again press the spring of his fountain, ever again reach 
for the sacred key or break his heart for an hour over his 
inconceivable act of sacrifice, we are reduced to behaving 
as if we understood the strange case ; so that any rub- 
bing of our eyes, as under the obsession of a wild dream, 
has been held a gesture that, for common decency, must 
mainly take place in private. If I state that my small 
contribution to any renewed study of the matter can 
amount, accordingly, but to little more than an irresist- 
ible need to rub mine in public, I shall have done the 
most that the condition of our knowledge admits of. 
We can " accept," but we can accept only in stupefac- 
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tion — a stupefaction that, in presence of The Tem- 
pest, and of the intimate meaning so imputed to it, must 
despair of ever subsiding. These things leave us in dark- 
ness — in gross darkness about the Man ; the case of 
which they are the warrant is so difficult to embrace. 
None ever appealed so sharply to some hght of knowl- 
edge, and nothing could render our actual knowledge 
more contemptible. What manner of human being was 
it who could so, at a given moment, announce his inten- 
tion of capping his divine flame with a twopenny ex- 
tinguisher, and who then, the announcement made, could 
serenely succeed in carrying it out ? Were it a question 
of a flame spent or burning thin, we might feel a little 
more possessed of matter for comprehension ; the fact 
being, on the contrary, one can only repeat, that the 
value of The Tempest is, exquisitely, in its refinement 
of power, its renewed artistic freshness and roundness, 
its mark as of a distinction unequalled, on the whole 
(though I admit that we here must take subtle measures), 
in any predecessor. Prospero has simply waited, to cast 
his magic ring into the sea, till the jewel set in it shall 
have begun to burn as never before. 

So it is then ; and it puts into a nutshell the eternal 
mystery, the most insoluble that ever was, the complete 
rupture, for our understanding, between the Poet and 
the Man. There are moments, I admit, in this age of 
sound and fury, of connections, in every sense, too mad- 
deningly multiplied, when we are willing to let it pass as 
a mystery, the most soothing, cooling, consoling too per- 
haps, that ever was. But there are others when, speak- 
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ing for myself, its power to torment us intellectually 
seems scarcely to be borne ; and we know these moments 
best when we hear it proclaimed that a comfortable clear- 
ness reigns. I have been for instance reading over Mr. 
HaUiweU-PhiUipps, and I find him apparently of the 
opinion that it is all our fault if everything in our author's 
story, and above all in this last chapter of it, be not of a 
primitive simplicity. The complexity arises from our 
suffering our imagination to meddle with the Man at aU ; 
who is quite sufficiently presented to us on the face of 
the record. For critics of this writer's complexion the 
only facts we are urgently concerned with are the facts 
of the Poet, which are abundantly constituted by the 
Plays and the Sonnets. The Poet is there, and the Man 
is outside: the Man is for instance in such a perfectly 
definite circumstance as that he could never miss, after 
The Tempest, the key of his piano, as I have called it, 
since he could play so freely with the key of his cash- 
box. The supreme master of expression had made, be- 
fore fifty, all the money he wanted ; therefore what was 
there more to express ? This view is admirable if you 
can get your mind to consent to it. It must ignore any 
impulse, in presence of Play or Sonnet (whatever vague 
stir behind either may momentarily act as provocation) 
to try for a lunge at the figured arras. In front of the 
tapestry sits the immitigably respectable person whom our 
little slateful of gathered and numbered items, heaven 
knows, does amply account for, since there is nothing in 
him to explain ; while the undetermined figure, on the 
other hand — imdetermined whether in the sense of 
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respectability or of anything else — the figure who su- 
premely interests us, remains as unseen of us as our 
Ariel, on the enchanted island, remains of the bewildered 
visitors. Mr. HaUiweU-PhiUipps's theory, as I under- 
stand it — and 1 refer to it but as an advertisement of 
a hundred others — is that we too are but bewildered 
visitors, and that the state of mind of the Duke of Naples 
and his companions is our proper critical portion. 

If our knowledge of the greatest of men consists there- 
fore but of the neat and "proved" addition of two or 
three dozen common particulars, the rebuke to a morbid 
and monstrous curiosity is no more than just. We know 
enough, by such an implication, when we admire enough, 
and as difficulties would appear to abound on our at- 
tempting to push further, this is an obvious lesson to us 
to stand as still as possible. Not difficulties — those of 
penetration, exploration, interpretation, those, in the word 
that says everjrthing, of appreciation — are the approved 
field of criticism, but the very forefront of the obvious 
and the palpable, where we may go round and round, like 
holiday-makers on hobby-horses, at the .turning of a 
crank. Differences of estimate, in this relation, come 
back, too clearly, let us accordingly say, to diffi3rences of 
view of the character of genius in general — if not, in 
truth, more exactly stated, to that strangest of all falla- 
cies, the idea of the separateness of a great man's parts. 
His genius places itself, under this fallacy, on one side 
of the line and the rest of his identity on the other ; the 
line being that, for instance, which, to Mr. Halhwell- 
Phillipps's view, divides the author of Hamlet and The 
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Tempest from the man of exemplary business-method 
whom alone we may propose to approach at all intimately. 
The stumbling-block here is that the boundary exists 
only in the vision of those able to content themselves 
with arbitrary marks. A mark becomes arbitrary from 
the moment we have no authoritative sign of where to 
place it, no sign of higher warrant than that it smoothes 
and simphfies the ground. But though smoothing and 
simplifying, on such terms, may, by restricting our free- 
dom of attention and speculation, make, on behalf of our 
treatment of the subject, for a livelier effect of business 
— that business as to a zealous care for which we seem 
taught that our author must above all serve as our 
model — it will see us little further on any longer road. 
The fullest appreciation possible is the high tribute we 
must offer to greatness, and to make it worthy of its 
office we must surely know where we are with it. In 
greatness as much as in mediocrity the man is, under 
examination, one, and the elements of character melt into 
each other. The genius is a part of the mind, and the 
mind a part of the behaviour ; so that, for the attitude 
of inquiry, without which appreciation means nothing, 
where does one of these provinces end and the other 
begin ? We may take the genius first or the behaviour 
first, but we inevitably proceed from the one to the other ; 
we inevitably encamp, as it were, on the high central 
table-land that they have in common. How are we to 
arrive at a relation with the object to be penetrated if 
we are thus forever met by a locked door flanked with a 
sentinel who merely invites us to take it for edifying ? 
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We take it ourselves for attaching — which is the very 
essence of mysteries — and profess ourselves doomed for- 
ever to hang yearningly about it. An obscurity endured, 
in fine, one inch further, or one hour longer, than our 
necessity truly holds us to, strikes us but as an artificial 
spectre, a muffled object with waving arms, set up to 
keep appreciation down. 

For it is never to be forgotten that we are here in 
presence of the human character the most magnificently 
endowed, in aU time, with the sense of the life of man, 
and with the apparatus for recording it ; so that of Mm, 
inevitably, it goes hardest of all vdth us to be told that 
we have nothing, or next to nothing, to do with the 
effect in him of this gift. If it does not satisfy us that 
the effect was to make him write King Lear and Othello, 
we are verily difficult to please : so it is, meanwhile, that 
the case for the obscurity is argued. That is sovereign, 
we reply, so far as it goes ; but it tells us nothing of the 
effect on him of being able to write Lear and Othello. 
No scrap of testimony of what this may have been is 
offered us ; it is the quarter in which our blankness is 
most blank, and in which we are yet most officiously put 
off. It is true of the poet in general — in nine examples 
out of ten — that his hfe is mainly inward, that its events 
and revolutions are his great impressions and deep vibra- 
tions, and that his "personality" is all pictured in the 
publication of his verse. Shakespeare, we essentially 
feel, is the tenth, is the millionth example ; not the sleek 
bachelor of music, the sensitive harp set once for all in 
the window to catch the air, but the spirit in hungry 
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quest of every possible experience and adventure of the 
spirit, and which, betimes, with the boldest of all intel- 
lectual movements, was to leap from the window into 
the street. We are in the street, as it were, for admira- 
tion and wonder, when the incarnation alights, and it is 
of no edification to shrug shoulders at the felt impulse 
(when made manifest) to follow, to pursue, aU breath- 
lessly to track it on its quickly-taken way. Such a quest 
of imaginative experience, we can only feel, has itself 
constituted one of the greatest observed adventures of 
mankind ; so that no point of the history of it, however 
far back seized, is premature for our fond attention. 
Half our connection with it is our desire to " assist " at 
it ; so how can we fail of curiosity and sympathy ? The 
answer to which is doubtless again that these impulses 
are very well, but that as the case stands they can move 
but in one channel. We are free to assist in the Plays 
themselves — to assist at whatever we Uke ; so long, that 
is, as, after the fashion I have noted, we rigidly limit our 
inductions from them. It is put to us once more that 
we can make no bricks without straw, and that, rage as 
we may against our barrier, it none the less stubbornly 
exists. Granted on behalf of the vaulting spirit all that 
we claim for it, it stUl, in the street, as we say — and in 
spite of the effect we see it as acrobatically producing 
there — absolutely defies pursuit. Beyond recovery, be- 
yond curiosity, it was to lose itself in the crowd. The 
crowd, for that matter, the witnesses we must take as 
astonished and dazzled, has, though itself surviving but 
in a dozen or two dim, scarce articulate ghosts, been in- 
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terrogated to the last man and the last distinguishable 
echo. This has practically elicited nothing — nothing, 
that is, of a nature to gratify the indiscreetly, the mor- 
bidly inquisitive ; since we find ourselves not rarely re- 
minded that morbidity may easUy become a vice. He 
was notoriously not morbid ; he stuck to his business — 
save when he so strangely gave it up ; wherefore his 
own common sense about things in general is a model 
for the tone he should properly inspire. " You speak 
of his career as a transcendent 'adventure,' as the con- 
spicuously transcendent adventure — even to the sight 
of his contemporaries — of the mind of man ; but no 
glimmer of any such story, of any such figure or ' pres- 
ence,' to use your ambiguous word, as you desire to 
read into the situation, can be discerned in any quar- 
ter. So what is it you propose we should do ? What 
evidence do you suggest that, with this absence of 
material, we should put together? We have what 
we have ; we are not concerned with what we have 
not." 

In some such terms as that, one makes out, does the 
best attainable " appreciation " appear to invite us to let 
our great personage, the mighty adventurer, slink past. 
He slunk past in life: that was good enough for him, 
the contention appears to be. Why therefore should he 
not slink past in immortality ? One's reply can indeed 
only be that he evidently must ; yet I profess that, even 
while saying so, our poor point, for which The Tempest 
once more gives occasion, strikes me as still, as always, 
in its desperate way, worth the making. The question, 
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I hold, will eternally interest the student of letters and 
of the human understanding, and the envied privilege 
of our play in particular wiU be always to keep it be- 
fore him. How did the faculty so radiant there con 
trive, in such perfection, the arrest of its divine flight ? 
By what inscrutable process was the extinguisher applied 
and, when once applied, kept in its place to the end ? 
What became of the checked torrent, as a latent, bewil- 
dered presence and energy, in the life across which the 
dam was constructed ? What other mills did it set itself 
tm-ning, or what contiguous country did it — rather in- 
deed did it not, in default of these — inevitably ravage ? 
We are referred, for an account of the matter, to recorded 
circumstances which are only not supremely vulgar be- 
cause they are supremely dim and few ; in which character 
they but mock, and as if aU consciously, as I have said, 
at our unrest. The one at all large indication they give 
is that our hero may have died — since he died so soon 
— of his unnatural ejSbrt. Their quality, however, re- 
deems them a httle by having for its effect that they 
throw us back on the work itself with a rebellious re- 
newal of appetite and yearning. The secret that baffles 
us being the secret of the Man, we know, as I have 
granted, that we shall never touch the Man directly in 
the Artist. We stake our hopes thus on indirectness, 
which may contain possibilities ; we take that very truth 
for our counsel of despair, try to look at it as helpful for 
the Criticism of the future. That of the past has been 
too often infantile ; one has asked one's self how it could, 
on such lines, get at him. The figured tapestry, the long 
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arras that hides him, is always there, with its immensity 
of surface and its proportionate miderside. May it not 
then be but a question, for the fuhiess of time, of the 
finer weapon, the sharper point, the stronger arm, the 
more extended lunge? 

Henry James. 
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DRAMATIS PERSONS ^ 

Alonso, King of Naples. 

Sebastian, his brother. 

Phospebo, the right Duke of Milan. 

Antonio, his brother, the usurping Duke of Milan. 

Ferdinand, son to the King of Naples, 

GoNZALO, an honest old Counsellor. 

Adrian, > _ , 

Francisco, ) 

Caliban, a savage and deformed Slave. 

Trinculo, a Jester. 

Stephano, a drunken Butler. 

Master of a Ship. 

Boatswain. 

Mariners. 

Miranda, daughter to Prospero. 

Ariel, an airy Spirit. 

Iris, 

Ceres, 

Juno, 

Nymphs, 

Reapers, 

Other Spirits attending on Prospero. 



presented by Spirits. 



Scene — A ship at sea : an uninhabited island 



^ The Tempest was first published in the First Folio of 1623, and 
is the opening play of that volume. It is there divided into Acts and 
Scenes, and the stage directions are exceptionally full. At the close of 
the piece "The Scene" is described as "an un-inhabited island," and a 
list of the dramatis personae is given under the heading "Names of the 
Actors. " 




ACT FIRST— SCENE I 

ON A SHIP AT SEA: A TEMPESTUOUS NOISE OF 
THUNDER AND LIGHTNING HEARD 

-./r Enter a Ship-Master and a Boatswain 

Mastee ^ 

OATSWAIN! 

Boats. Here, master : what 
cheer ? 

Mast. Good, speak to the mar- 
iners : fall to 't, yarely, or we run 
ourselves aground : bestir, bestir. 

Enter Mariners t^^^'" 

Boats. Heigh, my hearts! 
eheerly, cheerly, my hearts ! yare, 
yare ! Take in the topsail. Tend 
to the master's whistle. Blow, 
till thou burst thy wind, if room 
enough ! 

Enter Alonso, Sebastian, Antonio, Ferdinand, Gonzalo, 

and others 

Alon. Good boatswain, have care. Where's the 
master ? Play the men. 
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Boats. I pray now, keep below. ^^ 

Ant. Where is the master, boatswain? 

Boats. Do you not hear him? You mar our labour: 
keep your cabins : you do assist the storm. 

GoN. Nay, good, be patient. 

Boats. When the sea is. Hence! What cares these 
roarers for the name of king? To cabin: sUencel trouble 
us not. 

GoN. Good, yet remember whom thou hast aboard. 
i Boats. None that I more love than myself. You are 
a counsellor; if you can command these elements to ^° 
silence, and work the peace of the present, we will not 
hand a rope more; use your authority: if you cannot, 
give thanks you have hved so long, and make yourself 
ready in your cabin for the mischance of the hour, if it so 
hap. Cheerly, good hearts ! Out of our way, I say. 

[Exit. 

GoN. I have great comfort from this feUow: me- 
thinks he hath no drowning mark upon him; his com- 
plexion is perfect gallows. Stand fast, good Fate, to 
his hanging : make the rope of his destiny our cable, for 
our own doth httle advantage. If he be not born to be ^^ 
hanged, our case is miserable. lExeunt. 



3 yarely] briskly, readily; an exclamation common among sailors. The 
form "yare" is found in lines 6 and 32, infra. The word appears as 
an adjective, V, i, 222-224, infra: "our ship ... Is tight and yare." 

7 Blow . . . room enough] The boatswain addresses the storm. His 
anxiety is about the sea room at his disposal rather than about the 
force of the gale. 

14 good] my good fellow, as in line 18, infra. 
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Re-enter Boatswain 

Boats. Down with the topmast 1 yare! lower, lower! 
Bring her to try with main-course. \_A cry within.^ A 
plague upon tMs howling I they are louder than the 
weather or our office. 

Re-enter Sebastian, Aisttonio, and Gonzal© 

Yet again! what do you here? Shall we give o'er, and 
drown? Have you a mind to sink? 

Seb. a pox o' your throat, you bawling, blasphemous, 
incharitable dog! 

Boats. Work you, then. ^° 

Ant. Hang, cur! hang, you whoreson, insolent 
noise-maker. We are less afraid to be drowned than 
thou art. 

GoN. I 'U warrant him for drowning; though the 
ship were no stronger than a nutshell, and as leaky as an 
unstanched waich. 

Boats. Lay her a-hold, a-hold! set her two courses; 
off to sea again; lay her off. 



33 wMitn-coMMe] mainsail, the largest and lowest sail of all on the ship. 

The boatswain orders the mainsail to be set, in order to see 

whether the vessel will thereby keep closer to the wind and drift 

less. 
43 for drowning] agaiast drowning. 
46 set her two courses] set the foresail as well as the mainsail; the foresail 

was another low and large sail of the ship, although of smaller size 

than the mainsail. 
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Enter Mariners wet 

Mabinees. ah lost! to prayers, to prayers! all lost I 

Boats. What, must our mouths be cold? 

GoN. The king and prince at prayers! let's assist 

them, 50 

For our case is as theirs. 

Seb. I 'm out of patience. 

Ant. We are merely cheated of our lives by drunkards : 
This wide-chapp'd rascal, — would thou mightst lie 

drowning 
The washing of ten tides ! 

GoN. He '11 be hang'd yet. 

Though every drop of water swear against it, v 

And gape at widest to glut him. 
[^ confused ndse within: " Mercy on usl " — 
" We split, we split! " — " Farewell my wife and chil- 
dren!"— 
" Farewell, brother ! " — " We split, we split, we split ! "] 

Ant. Let 's all sink with the king. ^^ 

Seb. Let 's take leave of him. {^Exeunt Ant. and Seb. 



49 must our mouths he cold?] must we die ? Cf . Beaumont and Fletcher's 
Scornful Lady, II, ii, 17: "Would I had been cold i' the mouth be- 
fore this day." 

54 washing of ten tides] a grotesque reference to the pimishment allotted 
at the time to pirates and sea robbers, to be hanged at low water, and 
to be left till three tides had washed over them. 

66 glut] swallow. Cf. Milton, P i., X, 633: " glutted [i. e., swallowed] 
ofFal." 

57-59 "Mercy on usl" . . . we spZit/] Capell first arranged these broken 
speeches so as to make them represent the confused noise within. 
They can form no part of Gonzalo's speech. 
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GoN. Now would I give a thousand furlongs of sea 
for an acre of barren ground, long heath, brown furze, 
any thing. The wills above be done ! but I would fain 
die a dry death. \Exmra. 



SCENE II— THE ISLAND 
BEFORE PROSPERO'S CELL 

Enter Peospeoo and Miranda 

MiE. If by your art, my dearest father, you have 

J?ut the wild waters in this roar, aUay them. 
The sky, it seems, would pour down stinking pitch. 
But that the sea, mounting to the welkin's cheek. 
Dashes the fire out. O, I have suff er'd 
With those that I saw suffer ! a brave vessel. 
Who had, no doubt, some noble creature in her, 
Dash'd all to pieces, O, the cry did knock 

I Against my very heart! Poor souls, they perish'dl 
Had I been any god of power, I would ^^ 

Have sunk the sea within the earth, or ere 
It should the good ship so have swaUow'd and 
The f raughting souls within her. 
Pegs. Be collected: 



63 loTig heath, brovm furee] Thus the First Folio, save that firrs is read for 
furze. Hanmer substituted ling, heath, broom, furze. But "long 
heath" is a recognised botanical term, and "broom" and "furze" 
indicate precisely the same plant. No violent change in the Folio 
text is necessary. 

13 The fraughting souls] The souls forming the "fraught" or "freight." 
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No more amazement: tell your piteous heart 
There 's no harm done. 

MiE. O, woe the day! 

Pegs. No harm. 

I have done nothing hut in care of thee, 
Of thee, my dear one, thee, my daughter, who 
Art ignorant of what thou art, nought knowing 
lOf whence I am, nor that I am more better 
Than Prospero, master of a fuU poor ceU, ^o 

And thy no greater father. 

Mir. More to know 

Did never meddle with my thoughts. 

Pegs. 'T is time 

I should inform thee farther. Lend thy hand. 
And pluck my magic garment from me. — So : 

\^Lays down his mcmfle. 
Lie there, my art. Wipe thou thine eyes ; have comfort. 
The direful spectacle of the wreck, which touch'd 
The very virtue of compassion in thee, 
I have with such provision in mine art 
So safely order'd, that there is no soul. 
No, not so much perdition as an hair ^^ 

Betid to any creature in the vessel 
Which thou heard'st cry, which thou saw'st sink. Sit 

down; 
For thou must now know farther. 



19 more letter] a double comparative; cf. line 439, infra: "more braver 
daughter." 

28 froviswn] deliberate exercise of prevision. 

29 no sou[\ The sentence is unfinished. The participle "lost" is implied. 
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Mm. You have often 

Begun to tell me what I am; but stopp'd, 
And left me to a bootless inquisition, 
Concluding " Stay: not yet." 

Pegs. The hour's now come; 

The very minute bids thee ope thine ear ; 
Obey, and be attentive. Canst thou remember 
A time before we came unto this cell? 
I do not think thou canst, for then thou wast not ^° 

Out three years old. 

MiE. Certainly, sir, I can. 

Pegs. By what? by any other house or person? 
Of any thing the image tell me, that 
Hath kept with thy remembrance. 

MiE. 'T is far off, 

And rather like a dream than an assurance 
That my remembrance warrants. Had I not 
Four or five women once that tended me? 

Pegs. Thou hadst, and more, Miranda. But how 
is it 
That this hves in thy mind? What seest thou else 
In the dark backward and abysm of time? ^^ 

If thou remember'st aught ere thou camest here. 
How thou camest here thou mayst. 

MiE. But that I do not. 

Pegs. Twelve year since, Miranda, twelve year since. 



41 Old three years] Full three years. 

50 backward and abysm] past and abyss. Shakespeare similarly uses 

"inward" as a substantive. Cf. Meas. for Meas., Ill, ii, 122: "I 

was an inward of his." 
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Thy father was the Duke of Milan, and 
A prince of power. 

MiE. Sir, are not you my father? 

Pegs, Thy mother was a piece of virtue, and 
She said thou wast my daughter; and thy father 
Was Duke of MUan; and his only heir 
A princess, no worse issued. 

MiE. O the heavens ! 

What foul play had we, that we came -from thence? ^^ 
Or blessed was 't we did? 

Pegs. Both, both, my girl: 

By foul play, as thou say'st, were we heaved thence ; 
But blessedly holp hither. 

MiE. O, my heart bleeds 

To think o' the teen that I have turn'd you to,. 
Which is from my remembrance ! Please you, farther. 

Pegs. My brother, and thy uncle, call'd AntoniOj, — 
I pray thee, mark me, — that a brother should 
/Be so perfidious ! — he whom, next thyself, 
Of aU the world I loved, and to him put 
The manage of my state ; as at that time ^o 

Through all the signories it was the first. 
And Prospero the prime duke, being so reputed 



65 from] away from, out of. 

66seq.] The construction of this and the following speech is irregular. 
Several sentences are left unfinished, with parentheses that bear the 
main burden of the theme. But the meaning is quite intelligible. 

70 as at that time] at that very time; "as" merely emphasises "that;" 

cf. "then as," "when as." 

71 the dgrwries] the dukedoms or principalities of Northern Italy. 

72 the prime duke] holding the leading place among dukes. 
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In dignity, and for the liberal arts 

Without a parallel; those being all my study, 

The government I cast upon my brother, 

And to my state grew stranger, being transported 

And rapt in secret studies. Thy false uncle — 

Dost thou attend me? 

Mm. Sir, most heedfully. 

Pros. Being once perfected how to grant suits, 
How to deny them, who to advance, and who ^^ 

To trash for over-topping, new created 
The creatures that were mine, I say, or changed 'em, 
Or else new form'd 'em; having both the key 
Of officer and office, set all hearts i' the state 
To what tune pleased his ear; that now he was 
The ivy which had hid my princely trunk. 
And suck'd my verdure out on 't. Thou attend'st not. 

MiE. O, good sir, I do. 

Pecs. I pray thee, mark me. 

ji, thus neglecting worldly ends, all dedicated 
'\To closeness and the bettering of my mind '^^ 

With that which, but by being so retired, 
O'er-prized aU popular rate, in my false brother 
Awaked an evil nature; and my trust, 



81 To trash for over-topping] To restrain those who were inclined to be 
too assertive or forward. "To trash " was a hunting term for check- 
ing the pace of a hound; "over-topping" is a gardening term for a 
too luxuriant growth. 

90 closeness] seclusion. 

91-92 With that . . . rate] With that (study) which, except for the 
disadvantage that it withdrew me from affairs, exceeded in value 
any reputation combg from the people, all vulgar popularity. 
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Like a good parent, did beget of him 

A falsehood in its contrary, as great 

As my trust was ; which had indeed no limit, 

A confidence sans bound. He being thus lorded, 

Not only with what my revenue yielded. 

But what my power might else exact, hke one 

Who having into truth, by telling of it, ^^^ 

Made such a sinner of his memory. 

To credit his own he, he did believe 

He was indeed the duke; out o' the substitution. 

And executing the outward face of royalty. 

With all prerogative: — hence his ambition growing, — 

Dost thou hear? 

Mir. Your tale, sir, would cure deafness. 

Pros. To have no screen between this part he play'd 

97 sans] the French preposition for "without," which was very common 
in EngHsh from the fourteenth century. It was a favourite usage with 
Shakespeare. 

100-102 Who . . . own lie] The construction here is confused, but the 
meaning is quite plain, if "by telling of it" be interpreted "by telling 
of 'his own lie'"(cf. line 102). The constant repetition of the lie 
causes his memory to fail, and him to attach such credit to it as to 
convert it into truth. Of the many suggested changes in the text 
none is quite satisfactory. Bacon, in his History of Henry VII, 
1622 (p. 120), writes similarly of Perkin Warbeck, who claimed to be 
the Duke of York: "Nay himselfe, with long and continuall coun- 
terfeiting, and with oft teUing a Lye, was turned by habite almost 
in to the thinge hee seemed to be, and from a Lyar to a Believer." 

103 He . . . substitution] An Alexandrine, with six accents. 

107-109 To have . . . Milan] To remove ever3fthing that lay between 
the mere role of Duke and the Duke's own being, between the 
shadow and the substance of the Duke's authority, he must needs 
be actual Duke, Duke without restriction. 
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And him he play'd it for, he needs will be 

Absolute Milan. Me, poor man, my library 

Was dukedom large enough: of temporal royalties ^^° 

He thinks me now incapable ; confederates, 

So dry he was for sway, wi' the King of Naples 

To give him annual tribute, do him homage. 

Subject his coronet to his crown, and bend 

The dukedom, yet imbow'd, — alas, poor Milan ! — 

To most ignoble stooping. 

MiE. O the heavens„L 

Pegs. Mark his condition, and the event; then tell me 
If this might be a brother. 

Mir. I should sin 

To think but nobly of my grandmother : 
Good wombs have borne bad sons. 

Pegs. Now the condition. ^^° 

[fhis King of Naples, being an enemy 
5'o me inveterate, hearkens my brother's suit; 
Which was, that he, in lieu o' the premises 
Of homage and I know not how much tribute. 
Should presently extirpate me and mine 
Out of the dukedom, and confer fair Milan, 
With all the honours, on my brother : whereon, 
A treacherous army levied, one midnight 
Fated to the purpose, did Antonio open 
The gates of MUan; and, i' the dead of darkness, *^° 

The ministers for the purpose hurried thence 
Me and thy crying self. 



112 dry] thirsty, eager. 

123 in lieu o' the 'premises] in exchange for the conditions or stipulations. 

[13] 
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Mir. Alack, for pity! 

I, not remembering how I cried out then. 
Will cry it o'er again: it is a hint 
That wrings mine eyes to 't. 

Pegs. Hear a httle further. 

And then I '11 bring thee to the present business 
Which now 's upon 's ; without the which, this story 
Were most impertinent. 

MiE. Wherefore did they not 

That hour destroy us? 

Pegs. Well demanded, wench: 

My tale provokes that question. Dear, they durst not, ^^^ 
So dear the love my people bore me; nor set 
A mark so bloody on the business ; but 
With colours fairer painted their foul ends. 
In few, they hurried us aboard a bark. 
Bore us some leagues to sea; where they prepared 
A rotten carcass of a butt, not rigg'd. 
Nor tackle, saU, nor mast; the v ery rat5 
Instinctivelxhaye quit it : there they hoist us. 
To cry to the sea that roar'd to us; to sigh 
To the winds, whose pity, sighing back again, i^" 

Did us but loving wrong. 

Mie. Alack, what trouble 

Was I then to youl 



134 a hint] The word here seems to mean "a theme," as m 11, i, 3, infra: 

"Our hint of woe." 
144 In few] In few words, in short. 
146 bvtt] barrel or tub; the word is contemptuously applied to an imsea- 

worthy boat. 

[14] 



SCENE II THE TEMPEST 

Pegs. O, a cherubin 

Thou wast that did preserve me. Thou didst smile, 
Infused with a fortitude from heaven, 
When I have deck'd the sea with drops full salt, 
Under my burthen groan'd; which raised in me 
An undergoing stomach, to bear up 
Against what should ensue. 

Mir. How came we ashore? 

Pegs. By Providence divine. 
Some fooidTwe had, and some fresh water, that ^^ 

A noble Neapolitan, Gonzalo, 
Out of his charity, who being then appointed 
Master of this design, did give us, with 
Rich garments, linens, stuffs and necessaries. 
Which since have steaded much; so, of his gentleness. 
Knowing I loved my books, he furnish'd me 
From mine own library vsdth volumes that 
I prize above my dukedom. 

MiE. Would I might 

But ever see that man! 

Pbos. Now I arise : [Resumes Ms mantle. 

Sit stni, and hear the last of our sea-sorrow. ^"^^ 

Here in this island we arrived; and here 
Have I, thy schoolmaster, made thee more profit 



155 deck'd] sprinkled ; doubtless a variant of the North Country provin- 
cialism "deg," which means "sprinkle with water." 

157 undergoing stomach] enduring courage. 

169 Now I arke] The Folios supply no stage direction. Dyce first sug- 
gested the one adopted here. Prospero probably sits at Miranda's 
side, till this speech. He stands, on nearing the climax of his 
story, to put on his magician's robe. 

[15] 
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Than other princess' can, that have more time 
For vainer hours, and tutors not so careful. 
Mm. Heavens thank you for't! And now, I pray 

fyou, sir, 
or stiQ 't is beating in my mind, your reason 
pr raising this sea-storm? 
Pegs. Know thus far forth.. 

By accident most strange, bauntiful^EQEfeli-^j 
NW^ixdear la_dy, hath mine enemies 
Brought to this shore; and by my prescience ^^^ 

I find my zenith doth depend upon 
A most auspicious star, whose influence 
If now I court not, but omit, my fortunes 
WiQ ever after droop. Here cease more questions : 
Thou art inchned to sleep ; 't is a good dulness. 
And give it way: I know thou canst not choose. 

{^Miranda sleeps. 
Come away, servant, come. I am ready now. 
Approach, my Ariel, come. 

Enter Aeiel 

Ari. All haU, great master! grave sir, hail! I come 
To answer thy best pleasure; be 't to fly, ^^^ 

To swim, to dive into the fire, to ride 



173 princess'] The First Folio reads Princesse. Dyce suggested the 
reading of the present text, where the inverted comma is intended 
to mark the elision of the plural termination, es. Others adopt 
princes, "prince" being currently used for "princess." 

181 my zenith] height of my fortune; an astrological term. 

[16] 
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On the curl'd clouds, to thy strong bidding task 
Ariel and aU his quality. 

Pros. Hast thou, spirit, 

Perform'd to point the tempest that I bade thee? 

Ari. To every article. 
I boarded the king's ship ; now on the beak. 
Now in the waist, the deck, in every cabin, 
I flamed amazement: sometime I 'Id divide. 
And burn in many places ; on the topmast. 
The yards and bowsprit, would I flame distinctly,^ 2*^" 
Then meet and join. Jove's hghtnings, the precursors 
O' the dreadful thunder-claps, more momentary 
And sight-outrunning were not : the fire and cracks 
Of sulphurous roaring the most mighty Neptune 
Seem to besiege, and make his bold waves tremble. 
Yea, his dread trident shake. 

Pegs. My brave spirit ! 

Who was so firm, so constant, that this coU 
Would not infect his reason? 

Am. Not a soul 

But felt a fever of the mad, and play'd 



193 all his quality] all his profession, all his confederates. 

194 to point] at every point, in every detail; like the French A 
point. 

196 the beak] the prow. 

197 the waist] the midship, the space between the quarterdeck and the 
forecastle. 

198 I flamed amazement] Many sailors of Shakespeare's day reported 
such a phenomenon as is here described. The mysterious flame, which 
was held to presage a wreck, was commonly called "St. Elmo's fire; " 
it was doubtless due to electrical disturbances of the air. 

2 [IT] 



THE TEMPEST act i 

Some tricks of desperation. All but mariners ^^^ 

Plunged in the foaming brine, and quit the vessel. 
Then all afire with me : the king's son, Ferdinand, 
With hair up-staring, — then like reeds, not hair, ^_ 
Was the first man that leap'd; cried, " Hell is empty, ' 
And all the devils are here." 

Pros. Why, that 's my spirit! 

But was not this nigh shore? 

Am. Close by, my master. 

Pros. But are they, Ariel, safe? 

Aei. Not a hair perish'd; 

On their sustaining garments not a blemish. 
But fresher than before : and, as thou badest me, 
In troops I have dispersed them 'bout the isle. ^^^ 

The king's son have I landed by himself; 
Whom I left cooling of the air with sighs 
In an odd angle of the isle, and sitting, 
V His arms in this sad knot. 

Pros. Of the king's ship. 

The mariners, say how thou hast disposed. 
And all the rest o' the fleet. 

Aai. Safely in harbour 

Is the king's ship ; in the deep nook, where once 
Thou eall'dst me up at midnight to fetch dew 
From the still- vex'd Bermoothes, there she 's hid: 

213 up-staring] standing on end. 

218 sustaining garments] garments that bore them up. 

224 in this sad knot] folded thus; folded arms was commonly regarded 

as a sign of melancholy. 
229 still^vex'd Bermoothes] the island of Bermudas. Originally sighted 

and named by the Spanish seaman Juan de Bennudez in 1515, 

[18] 



SCENE II THE TEMPEST 

The mariners all under hatches stow'd; ^^^ 

Who, with a charm join'd to their suffer'd labour, 

I have left asleep : and for the rest o' the fleet. 

Which I dispersed, they all have met again. 

And are upon the Mediterranean flote, 

Bound sadly home for Naples ; 

Supposing that they saw the king's ship wreck'd, 

And his great person perish. 

Pegs. Ariel, thy charge 

Exactly is perf orm'd : but there 's more work. 
What is the time o' the day? 

Aei. Past the mid season. 

Pros. At least two glasses. The time 'twixt six and 

now 2*0 

Must by us both be spent most preciously. 

Aei. Is there more toil ? Since thou dost give me pains. 
Let me remember thee what thou hast promised. 
Which is not yet perf orm'd me. 

Pros. How now? moody? 

What is 't thou canst demand? 



the island was rediscovered by English adventurers from Virginia 
in 1609. It is distinguished by a very rocky coast, round which the 
sea roars almost perpetually. The spelling "Bermoothes" repre- 
sents the Spanish pronunciation of the name Bermudas. 

234 flote] wave, sea; from the French word flat. 

240 At least two glasses] Shakespeare would seem to mean by "two 
glasses" two hours (after noon). Again, at V, i, 186 and 223, infra, 
three hours are distinctly described as "three glasses." Shakespeare 
obviously regarded seamen's sand-glasses for measuring time as 
hourglasses. In point of fact, they were half-hour glasses. 

242 give me pains] impose tasks on me. 

[19] 
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Abi. My liberty. 

Pros. Before the time be out? no morel 

Aei. I prithee, 

Remember I have done thee worthy service; 
Told thee no hes, made thee no mistakings, served 
Without or grudge or gnmiblings: thou didst promise 
To bate me a full year. 

Pegs. Dost thou forget 250 

From what a torment I did free thee? 

Aei. No. 

Peos. Thou dost; and think' st it much to tread the 
ooze 
Of the salt deep, 

To run upon the sharp wind of the north, 
To do me business in the veins o' the earth 
When it is baked with frost. 

Aei. I do not, sir. 

Pegs, Thou liest, malignant thing! Hast thou for- 
got 
The foul witch Sycorax, who with age and envy 
Was grown into a hoop? hast thou forgot her? 

Aei. No, sir. 

Pegs. Thou hast. Where was she born? speak; 

tell me. 200 

Aei. Sir, in Argier. 

Pegs. O, was she so? I must 

Once in a month recount what thou hast been. 
Which thou forget'st. This damn'd witch Sycorax, 
For mischiefs manifold, and sorceries terrible 



252 the ooze] the bottom. 

[20] 



SCENE II THE TEMPEST 

To enter human hearing, from Argier, 

Thou know'st, was banish'd: for one thing she did 

They would not take her life. Is not this true? 

Ari. Ay, sir. 

Pros. This blue-eyed hag was hither brought with 
child. 
And here was left by the sailors. Thou, my slave, ^^° 

As thou report'st thyself, wast then her servant; 
And, for thou wast a spirit too dehcate 
To act her earthy and abhorr'd commands. 
Refusing her grand bests, she did confine thee. 
By help of her more potent ministers, 
Aiid in her most unmitigable rage. 
Into a cloven pine; within which rift 
Imprison'd thou didst painfuUy remain 
A dozen years ; within which space she died. 
And left thee there; where thou didst vent thy groans ^^^ 
As fast as miU- wheels strike. Then was this island — 
Save for the son that she did htter here, 
A freckled whelp hag-born — not honour'd with 
A himaan shape. 

Abi. Yes, CaUban her son. 

Pegs. DuU thing, I say so ; he, that Caliban, 
Whom now I keep in service. Thou best know'st 



265 Argier] The old form of "Algiers." 

266-^67 for one thing . . . life] the reference is to the witct 's pregnancy, 

as Prospero explains immediately in the succeeding speech. 
269 blue-eyed] with blue-ish rings round the eye. Cf. As You Like It, 

in, ii, 346: "a blu£ eye and sunken." 
281 As fast as mill-wheels strike] As often and as loudly as wheels of 

windmills make their clattering revolutions. 

[21] 
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What torment I did find thee in; thy groans 

Did make wolves howl, and penetrate the breasts 

Of ever-angry bears : it was a torment 

To lay upon the damn'd, which Sycorax ^^^ 

Could not again undo : it was mine art, 

When I arrived and heard thee, that made gape 

The pine, and let thee out. 

Ari. I thank thee, master. 

Pros. If thou more murmur'st, I will rend an oak. 
And peg thee in his knotty entraUs, till 
Thou hast howl'd away twelve winters. 

Am. Pardon, master: 

I will be correspondent to command. 
And do my spiriting gently. 

Peos. Do so; and after two days 

I wiE discharge thee. 

Ajai. That 's my noble master! 

What shall I do? say what; what shall I do? 2"" 

Pros. Go make thyself like a nymph o' the sea : 
Be subject to no sight but thine and mine; invisible 
To every eyeball else. Go take this shape, 
And hither come in 't : go, hence with diligence ! 

\_Exit Ariel. 
Awake, dear heart, awake! thou hast slept well; 
Awake! 

MiE. The strangeness of your story put 
Heaviness in me. 

Pkos. Shake it off. Come on; 



297 correspondent] amenable. 

[ 



SCENE II THE TEMPEST 

We '11 visit Caliban my slave, who never 
Yields us kind answer. 

MiE. 'T is a villain, sir, 

I do not love to look on. 

Pros. But, as 't is, ^lo 

We cannot miss him: he does make our fire. 
Fetch in our wood, and serves in offices 
That profit us. What, ho! slave 1 Caliban! 
Thou earth, thou! speak. 

Cal. lzenthin'\ There 's wood enough within. 

Pegs. Come forth, I say! there 's other business for 
thee: 
Come, thou tortoise! when? 

Re-enter Aimei, like a water-nymph 

Fine apparition! My quaint Ariel, 
Hark in thine ear. 

Abi. My lord, it shall be done. [Exit. 

Pros. Thou poisonous slave, got by the devil himself 
Upon thy wicked dam, come forth! ^^^ 

Enter Caliban 

CaIj. As wicked dew as e'er my mother brush'd 
With raven's feather from rmwholesome fen 



311 miss] do without. Cf. Sonnet cxsii, 8: "thy record never can be 
missed." 

316 thou tortoise f\ The word suggests the slow gait and unwieldy form of 
Caliban. 

when?] an exclamation of impatience. 

317 qvaint] ingenious. 
3S1 wicked ] baneful. 

[23] 



THE TEMPEST act i 

Drop on you both ! a south-west blow on ye 
And blister you all o'er ! 

Pegs. For this, be sure, to-night thou shalt have 
cramps. 
Side-stitches that shall pen thy breath up; urchins 
Shall, for that vast of night that they may work, 
All exercise on thee ; thou shalt be pinch'd 
As thick as honeycomb, each pinch more stinging 
Than bees that made 'em. 

Cai.. I must eat my dinner. ^^'^ 

This island 's mine, by Sycorax my mother. 
Which thou takest from me. When thou earnest first, 
Thou strokedst me, and madest much of me; wouldst 

give me 
Water with berries in 't; and teach me how 
To name the bigger hght, and how the less, 



323 soiitfi-west] Of all winds of the south Shakespeare speaks disparagingly. 
Cf. Cor., I, iv, 30: "All the contagion of the south light on you," and 
Cymb., II, iii, 131, "The south-fog rot him! " 

326-328 urchins . . . exercise on thee] This punctuation is Theobald's. 
In the Folios there is only a single comma in line 327, and it follows 
night. The meaning seems to be : "goblins in the shape of hedgehogs 
shall, during that desolate period of the night when they are permitted 
to work, practise all their torments on thee." An ingenious emendation 
makes the lines run : Shall forth at vast of night, that they may work All 
exercise on thee. For urchins, [i e., hedge-hogs] Cf. II, ii, 5, infra, 
"urchin shows." 

334 Water vnth berries in 't] It is doubtful if this be a premature notice of 
coffee. The reference seems to be to the berries of the cedar trees, 
out of which, according to Strachey's True Repertory of the Wrache 
. . . of the Bermudas (1610), the shipwrecked mariners made "a 
kind of pleasant drink." 

[24] 



SCENE II THE TEMPEST 

That buin by day and night: and then I loved thee. 

And show'd thee all the qualities o' th' isle. 

The fresh springs, brine-pits, barren place and fertile: 

Cursed be I that did so ! All the charms 

Of Sycorax, toads, beetles, bats, light on youl ^'^^ 

For I am all the subjects that you have. 

Which first was mine own king: and here you sty me 

In this hard rock, whiles you do keep from me 

The rest o' th' island. 

Pegs. Thou most lying slave, 

Whom stripes may move, not kindness ! I have used thee. 
Filth as thou art, with human care; and lodged thee 
In mine own cell, till thou didst seek to violate 
The honour of my child. 

Cal. O ho, O ho! would 't had been donel 
Thou didst prevent me; I had peopled else ^^^ 

This isle with Cahbans. 

Pros./ fV\>,-rv\of^^ Abhorred slave. 
Which any print of goodness wilt not take. 
Being capable of aU ill! I pitied thee. 
Took pains to make thee speak, taught thee each hour 
One thing or other: when thou didst not, savage. 
Know thine own meaning, but wouldst gabble Hke 
A thing most brutish, I endow'd thy purposes 
With words that made them known. But thy vile race. 
Though thou didst learn, had that in 't which good 

natures 
Could not abide to be with; therefore wast thou ^^ 

Deservedly confined into this rock. 
Who hadst deserved more than a prison. 

[25] 
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Cal. You taught me language; and my profit 
on't 
Is, I know how to curse. The red plague rid you 
For learning me your language ! 

Peos. Hag-seed, hence! 

Fetch us in fuel; and be quick, thou 'rt best, 
To answer other business. Shrug'st thou, malice? 
If thou neglect'st, or dost unwiUingly 
What I command, I '11 rack thee with old cramps. 
Fill all thy bones with aches, make thee roar, s^*' 

That beasts shall tremble at thy din. 
r^AL. No, pray thee. 

IJ^Aside] I must obey: his art is of such power, 
jit would control my dam's god, Setebos, 
iAnd make a vassal of him. 

Pros. So, slave; hence 1 [Exit Caliban. 



364 The red plague] The pestilence which was distinguished by red 
sores. 

369 old cramps] cramps incident to the aged. Cf. IV, i, 259, infra, 
aged cramps. 

370 aches] Here the word is a dissyllable, and pronounced soft, like the 
letter "aitch." But in III, iii, 2, infra, "my old bones ache," "ache" 
is pronounced hard. 

373 Setebos] Shakespeare seems to have found this name in Eden's His- 
tory of Travaile (1577). Eden translates Pigafetta's account of 
Magellan's famous voyage through the straits (called after him) in 
South America. Pigafetta states that the Patagonians, who in- 
habited the northern shore of Magellan's Straits, appealed, when 
in danger, to "Setebos, that is to say, the great devil," and that 
"the greatest of these devils [in Patagonian worship] is called in 
their language, Setebos." 

[26] 
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Re-enter Aeiel, mvisible, playing and singmg; Feodinand 

following 

Aeiei^'s song 

Come unto these yellow sands, 

And then take hands: 
Courtsied when you have and kiss'd 

The wild waves whist: 
Foot it featly here and there; 

And, sweet sprites, the burthen bear. 380 

Hark, hark! 
Burthen [dispersedly]. Bow-wow. 
Ari. The watch-dogs bark: 

Burthen [dispersedly]. Bow-bow. 
Abi. Hark, hark! I hear 

The strain of strutting chanticleer 
Cry, Cock-a-diddle-dow. 

Fee. Where should this music be? i' th' air or th' 
earth? 
It sounds no more: and, sure, it waits upon 
Some god o' th' island. Sitting on a bank, 
Weeping again the king my father's wreck, ^90 



377-378 Courtsied . . . whist] When you have courtsied and kissed the 
wild waves into silence. Cf. Milton, Hymn on the Nativity, lines 
64-65: "The vnnds with wonder whist, Smoothly the waters kissed." 

381-382 Hark, hark! . . . Bow-wow] CapeU made the rearrangement of 
the lines which is here adopted. The First Folio inserts as a stage 
direction " Burthen dispersedly," at the extreme end of line 380, but 
fails to distinguish the words of the "burthen" from those of the song. 

386 Cry, Cock-a^diddle-dow] This line has been sometimes printed as a 
stage direction, a change worth considering. 

[27] 
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This music crept by me upon the waters, 
Allaying both their fury and my passion 
With its sweet air : thence I have f ollow'd it, 
Or it hath drawn me rather. But 't is gone. 
'No, it begins again. 

AaiE(L sings 

Full fathom five thy father lies; 

Of his bones are coral made; 
Those are pearls that were his eyes: 
Nothing of him that doth fade, 
But doth sufiFer a sea-change 400 

Into something rich and strange. 
Sea-nymphs hourly ring his knell: 

Burthen: Ding-dong. 
Abi. Hark ! now I hear them, — Ding-dong, bell. 

Fer. The ditty does remember my drown'd father. 
This is no mortal business, nor no sound 
That the earth owes : — I hear it now above me. 

Pegs. The fringed cvurtains of thine eye advance. 
And say what thou seest yond. 



396-404 Full fathom . . . Ding-dong, beli] This song is printed with 
the music in Wilson's CheerfvU Ayres or Ballads (Oxford, 1660). 
The music is there assigned to R. Johnson, a well-known musical 
composer of Shakespeare's day. Cf. Ariel's song 'Where the bee 
sucks,' V, i, 88-94, infra. 

408 The fringed curtains of thine eye advance] "Advance" means here 
"raise" or "lift," as in IV, i, 177, infra, "advanced their eyelids." 
For the whole line cf. Pericles, III, ii, 104-106: "Her eyelids . . . 
Begin to part their fringes of bright gold." 

[28] 
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Mm. What is 't? a spirit? 

Lord, how it looks about! Believe me, sir, *^^ 

It carries a brave form. But 't is a spirit. 

Pegs. No, wench; it eats and sleeps and hath such 
senses 
As we have, such. This gallant which thou seest 
Was in the wreck; and, but he 's something stain'd 
With grief, that 's beauty's canker, thou mightst call 

him 
A goodly person : he hath lost his fellows. 
And strays about to fmd 'em. -^^ 

MiK. I might call him ) 

A thing divine; for nothing natural ' 

I ever saw so noble. 

Pros. lAsidel It goes on, I see. 
As my soul prompts it. Spirit, fine spirit ! I '11 free 

thee *2o 

Within two days for this. 

Fee. Most sure, the goddess 

On whom these airs attend! Vouchsafe my prayer 
May know if you remain upon this island; 
And that you will some good instruction give 
How I may bear me here : my prime request. 
Which I do last pronounce, is, O you wonder ! 
If you be maid or no? 

MiE. No wonder, sir; 

But certainly a maid. 

Fee. My language! heavens! 

I am the best of them that speak this speech. 
Were I but where 't is spoken. 

[29] 
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Pros. How? the best? ^30 

What wert thou, if the King of Naples heard thee? 

Fee. a single thing, as I am now, that wonders 
To hear thee speak of Naples. He does hear me; 
And that he does I weep: myself am Naples, 
Who with mine eyes, never since at ebb, beheld 
The king my father wreck'd. 

MiE. Alack, for mercy! 

Fee. Yes, faith, and all his lords ; the Duke of Milan 
And his brave son being twain. 

Peos. [Aside'l The Duke of Milan 

And his more braver daughter could control thee. 
If now 't were fit to do 't. At the first sight ^40 

They have changed eyes. Dehcate Ariel, 
I '11 set thee free for this. [To Fer.] A word, good sir; 
I fear you have done yourself some wrong: a word. 

MiE. Why speaks my father so ungently? This 
Is the third man that e'er I saw; the first 
That e'er I sigh'd for: pity move my father 
To be inclined my way! 

Fee. O, if a virgin. 



432 single] A quibbling use of the epithet in the double sense of "onft 
and the same" and "solitary" or "companionless." 

438 his brave scm] no other reference is made to any son of the Duke 
Antonio of Milan. This reference is probably a survival from the 
unknown story whence Shakespeare borrowed his plot. 

439 control] confute. 

441 changed eyes] fallen in love. 

443 dmie yourself some wrong] made a serious mistake, done an injury to 
your reputation. 

[30] 
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And your affection not gone forth, I '11 make you 
The queen of Naples. 

Pros. Soft, sirl one word more. 

[Adde] They are both in cither's powers : but this swift 

business *^° 

I must uneasy make, lest too light winning 
Make the prize light. [To Fer.} One word more; I 

charge thee 
That thou attend me: thou dost here usurp 
The name thou owest not; and hast put thyself 
Upon this island as a spy, to win it 
From me, the lord on 't. 

Fee. No, as I am a man. 

MiK. There 's nothing ill can dwell in such a temple : 
If the iU spirit have so fair a house. 
Good things will strive to dwell with 't. 

Pros. Follow me. 

Speak not you for him; he's a traitor. Come; *^° 

I '11 manacle thy neck and feet together: 
Sea- water shalt thou drink; thy food shall be 
The fresh-brook muscles, wither'd roots, and husks 
Wherein the acorn cradled. Follow. 

Fer. No; 

I will resist such entertainment tiH 
Mine enemy has more power. 

{Draws, and is charmed from moving. 

Mir. O dear father. 

Make not too rash a trial of him, for 
He 's gentle, and not fearful. 

468 He 's gentle . . , fearful] He 's of gentle birth, and not formidable. 
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Pbos. What! I say. 

My foot my tutor? Put thy sword up, traitor; 
Who makest a show, but darest not strike, thy conscience 
Is so possess'd with guilt : come from thy ward; ^^^ 

For I can here disarm thee with this stick 
And make thy weapon drop. 

MiE. Beseech you, father. 

Pros. Hence! hang not on my garments. 

Mir. Sir, have pity; 

I '11 be his surety. 

Pros. SUence! one word more 

Shall make me chide thee, if not hate thee. What! 
An advocate for an impostor! hush! 
Thou think'st there is no more such shapes as he. 
Having seen but him and Cahban: foolish wench! 
iTo the most of men this is a Cahban, '^^^ 

And they to him are angels. 

Mir. My affections 

Are, then, most humble; I have no ambition 
To see a goodUer man. 

Pros. Come on; obey: 

Thy nerves are in their infancy again. 
And have no vigoiu* in them. 

Fee. So they are: 

My spirits, as in a dream, are all bound up. 



469 My foot my tvtorf] A proverbial phrase meaning "Shall an mferior 

object exercise authority over me ? " 
471 come from thy ward] give up that posture of defence (which does not 

alarm me). 
484 nerves] sinews. 
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My father's loss, the weakness which I feel, 

The wreck of all my friends, nor this man's threats, 

To whom I am subdued, are but hght to me. 

Might I but through my prison once a day ^^*^ 

Behold this maid: all corners else o' th' earth 

Let hberty make use of; space enough 

Have I in such a prison. 

Pros. [Aside] It works. [To Fer.] Come on. 

Thou hast done well, fine Ariel! [To Fer.] Follow me. 
[To Art.] Hark what thou else shalt do me. 

MiK. Be of comfort; 

My father 's of a better nature, sir. 
Than he appears by speech: this is unwonted 
Which now came from him. 

Pegs, Thou shalt be as free 

As mountain winds : but then exactly do 
All points of my command. 

Abi. To the syllable. ^oo 

Pegs. Come, foUow. Speak not for him. [Exeunt. 
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ACT SECOND — SCENE I 

ANOTHER PART OF THE ISLAND 

Enter Alonso, Sebastian, Antonio, Gonzalo, Adeian, 
drt-Kr^Am Francisco, and others 

'ESEECH YOU, SIR, BE 

merry ; you have cause. 

So have we all, of joy; for our 

escape 

Is much beyond our loss. Our 

hint of woe 

Is common; every day, some 

sailor's wife. 

The masters of some merchant, 

and the merchant. 

Have just our theme of woe; 

but for the miracle, 

I mean our preservation, few in 

millions 

Can speak like us : then wisely, good sir, weigh 
Our sorrow with our comfort. 




S hint] theme. Cf. I, ii, 134, supra, and note. 
B inerchant] merchant-vessel. 

[34] 
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Axon. Prithee, peace. 

Seb. He receives comfort like cold porridge. ^^ 

Ant. The visitor will not give him o'er so. 

Seb. Look, he 's winding up the watch of his wit; by 
and by it will strike. 

GoN. Sir, — 

Seb, One: tell. 

GoN. When every grief is entertain'd that 's offer'd, 
Comes to the entertainer — 

Seb. a dollar. 

GoN. Dolour comes to him, indeed: you have spoken 
truer than you purposed, ^^ 

Seb. You have taken it wiselier than I meant you 
should. 

GoN. Therefore, my lord, — 

Ant, Fie, what a spendthrift is he of his tongue! 

Axon. I prithee, spare. 

GoN. Well, I have done : but yet, — 

Seb, He will be talking. 

Ant. Which, of he or Adrian, for a good wager, first 
begins to crow? 

Seb. The old cock. 



11 The visitor ... so] Gonzalo is likened to one who visits the sick. 

15 tell] count. 

18 A dollar] Sebastian affects to take "entertainer " (line 17) in the sense 
of "innkeeper," to whom dollars or coins "come" naturally. Gon- 
zalo in reply punningly mistakes dollar, the coin, for dolour, grief. 
For the same pun cf. Meas. for Meas., I, ii, 48, and Lear, 11, iv, 53. 

27 Which, of he or Adrian] Which of the two, he or Adrian ? Such a 
construction, though obsolete now, is not uncommon in Elizabethan 
English. 

[35] 
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Ant. The cockerel. ^^ 

See, Done. The wager? 
Ant. a laughter. 
See. a match! 

Ade. Though this island seem to be desert, — 
See. Ha, ha, ha! — So, you 're paid. 
Adr. Uninhabitable, and almost inaccessible, — 
See. Yet,— 
Adk. Yet, — 

Ant. He could not miss 't. 

Ade. It must needs be of subtle, tender and delicate ^^ 
temperance. 
Ant. Temperance was a delicate wench. 
See. Ay, and a subtle ; as he most learnedly delivered. 
Ade. The air breathes upon us here most sweetly. 
See. As if it had lungs, and rotten ones. 
Ant. Or as 't were perfumed by a fen. 
GoN. Here is everything advantageous to life. 
Ant. True; save means to live. 
See. Of that there 's none, or little. 
GoN. How lush and lusty the grass looks! how green! ^*' 
Ant. The ground, indeed, is tawny. 



32-35 A laughter . . . paid] Laughter is the wager. The one who 
crows or speaks first wins the bet, and the loser is to pay with a 
laugh. Adrian speaks first; Sebastian loses the wager and pays his 
adversary with ' ' Ha, ha, ha ! " 

39 He could not miss't] He could not miss the word "yet." 

41 temperance] temperature. In the next line the word is used in its 
more ordinary sense of one of the cardinal virtues ; it was a favourite 
name of girls in Puritan circles. 

60 lush] succulent, juicy, luxuriant. 
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Seb. With an eye of green in 't. 

Ant. He misses not much. 

Seb. No; he doth but mistake the truth totally. 

GoN. But the rarity of it is, — which is indeed almost 
beyond credit, — 

Seb. As many vouched rarities are. 

GoN. That our garments, being, as they were, 
drenched in the sea, hold, notwithstanding, their fresh- 
ness and glosses, being rather new-dyed than stained 
with salt water. ^^ 

Ant. If but one of his pockets could speak, would it 
not say he lies? 

Seb. Ay, or very falsely pocket up his report. 

GoN. Methinks our garments are now as fresh as 
when we put them on first in Afric, at the marriage of 
the king's fair daughter Claribel to the King of Tunis. 

Seb. 'T was a sweet marriage, and we prosper well in 
our return. 

Adr. Tunis was never graced before with such a par- 
agon to their queen. 

GoN. Not since widow Dido's time. 

Ant. Widow! a pox o' that 1 How came that widow 
in? widow Dido! 

Seb. What if he had said "widower ^Eneas " too? 
Good Lord, how you take it! 

Ade. " Widow Dido " said you? you make me study 
of that: she was of Carthage, not of Tunis. 



70 



62 an eye of green] a shade or tinge of green, 
70 to their queen] for their queen. 
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GoN. This Tunis, sir, was Carthage. 

Ade. Carthage? 

GoN. I assure you, Carthage. ^'^ 

Ant. His word is more than the miraculous harp. 

Seb. He hath raised the wall, and houses too. 

Ant. What impossible matter will he make easy next? 

Seb. I think he will carry this island home in his 
pocket, and give it his son for an apple. 

Ant. And, sowing the kernels of it in the sea, bring 
forth more islands. 

GoN. Ay. 

Ant. Why, in good time. 

GoN. Sir, we were talking that our garments seem ®*^ 
now as fresh as when we were at Tunis at the marriage 
of your daughter, who is now queen. 

Ant. And the rarest that e'er came there. 

Seb. Bate, I beseech you, widow Dido. 

Ant. O, widow Dido I ay, widow Dido. 

GoN. Is not, sir, my doublet as fresh as the first day 
I wore it? I mean, in a sort. 

Ant. That sort was well fished for. 



81 the miracvhus harp] The reference is probably to the music of Apollo's 
lyre, which, according to Ovid's Heroides, XVI, 179, miraculously 
called into being the walls and towers of Troy. Ovid also, in Meta- 
morphoses, VI, 178, alludes to Amphion's creation of the walls of 
Thebes by means of his lyre. But the context suggests more closely 
the story of Apollo's magic music. 

97 in a sort] comparatively. Sort in line 98 hardly seems to mean more 
than "qualification," though there may be a quibble on the word's 
meaning of "lot " or "chance." Well fished for means that Gonzalo's 
qualifying phrase "in a sort" was long in coming (to land). 

[38] 
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GoN. When I wore it at your daughter's marriage? 

Ajlon. You cram these words into mine ears 

against lO" 

The stomach of my sense. Would I had never 
Married my daughter there! for, coming thence. 
My son is lost, and, in my rate, she too. 
Who is so far from Italy removed 
I ne'er again shall see her. O thou mine heir 
Of Naples and of Milan, what strange fish 
Hath made his meal on thee? 

Fran. Sir, he may hve : 

I saw him beat the surges under him. 
And ride upon their backs ; he trod the water, 
Whose enmity he flung aside, and breasted ^^" 

The surge most swoln that met him; his bold head 
'Bove the contentious waves he kept, and oar'd 
Himself with his good arms in lusty stroke 
To the shore, that o'er his wave-worn basis bow'd, 
As stooping to reheve him: I not doubt 
He came aUve to land. 

Axon. No, no, he 's gone. 

Seb. Sir, you may thank yourself for this great 
loss. 
That would not bless our Europe with your daughter. 
But rather lose her to an African; 



100-101 against The stomach of my sense\ without my wishing to hear 

them, contrary to the appetite of my feelings. 
103 in my rate] in my reckoning or opinion. 
114 his wave-worn basis] the wave- worn base or ground of the shore; 

"his" is the common form of "its." 

[39 J 
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Where she, at least, is banish'd from your eye, ^^^ 

Who hath cause to wet the grief on 't. 

Alon. Prithee, peace. 

Seb. You were kneel'd to, and importuned otherwise. 
By all of us ; and the fair soiil herself 
Weigh'd between loathness and obedience, at 
Which end o' the beam should bow. We have lost your 

son, 
I fear, for ever : MUan and Naples have 
Mo widows in them of this business' making 
Than we bring men to comfort them: 
The fault 's your own. 

Alon. So is the dear'st o' the loss. 

GoN. My lord Sebastian, ^^^ 

The truth you speak doth lack some gentleness, 
And time to speak it in: you rub the sore. 
When you should bring the plaster. 

Seb. Very well. 

Ant. And most chirurgeonly. 



120-121 your eye. Who hath cause . . . on't\ The antecedent to "who" 
is probably "she" of the previous line. The meaning is that "the 
princess hath cause to grieve in tears over her banishment." 

124-125 Weigh'd . . . haw] Thus the Folios. The meaning is: "Hesi- 
tated or deliberated between reluctance and obedience as to which 
way the balance should incline, as to what decision she should take." 
The subject of "should bow" is omitted; "it," i. e., the balancing 
of ClaribeU's mind, is understood. Capell proposed to read she'd 
[i.e., "she would"] for should, thereby greatly simplifying the 
original reading. 

129 dear'st] greatest, bitterest. Cf. Hamlet, I, ii, 182, "my dearest foe." 

134 chirurgeonly] surgeon-like. 

[40J 
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GoN. It is foul weather in us all, good sir, 
When you are cloudy. 

Seb. Foul weather? 

Ant. Very foul. 

GoN. Had I plantation of this isle, my lord, — 

Ajstt. He 'Id sow 't with nettle-seed. 

Seb. Or docks, or mallows. 

GoN. And were the king on 't, what would I do? 

Seb. 'Scape being drunk for want of wine. ^*° 

GoN. I' the commonwealth I would by contraries 
Execute all things ; for no kind of traffic 
Would I admit; no name of magistrate; 
Letters should not be known; riches, poverty, 
And use of service, none ; contract, succession. 
Bourn, bound of land, tUth, vineyard, none; 
No use of metal, corn, or wine, or oil; 
No occupation; aU men idle, aU; 
And women too, but innocent and pure ; 
No sovereignty; — 

Seb. Yet he would be king on 't. ^^'^ 

Ant. The latter end of his commonwealth forgets the 
beginning. 



137 plantation] colonisation. A "plantation" was also the ordinary word 
at the time for "a colony." 

141-162 r the commonwealth . . . golden age] These Imes closely imitate 
two passages from Montaigne's Essay on Cannibals, in which he de- 
scribes the imaginary ideal state of the native communities in newly 
discovered America. Florio's translation of Montaigne's Essays was 
first published in 1603. But there is some ground for thinking that 
Shakespeare here followed the French original. 

145 successicm] tenure of property by inheritance. 
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GoN. All things in common nature should produce 
Without sweat or endeavour : treason, felony. 
Sword, pike, knife, gun, or need of any engine. 
Would I not have ; but nature should bring forth. 
Of its own kind, all foison, all abundance. 
To feed my innocent people. 

Seb. No marrying 'mong his subjects? 

Ant. None, man; all idle; whores and knaves. ^^° 

GoN. I would with such perfection govern, sir, 
To excel the golden age. 

Seb. 'Save his majesty! 

Ant. Long live Gonzalo ! 

GoN. And, — do you mark me, sir? 

Axon. Prithee, no more : thou dost talk nothing to me. 

GoN. I do well beUeve your highness; and did it to 
minister occasion to these gentlemen, who are of such 
sensible and nimble lungs that they always use to laugh 
at nothing. 

Ant. 'T was you we laughed at. 

GoN. Who in this kind of merry fooling am nothing 
to you : so you may continue, and laugh at nothing still. ^^° 

Ant. What a blow was there given! 

Seb. An it had not fallen flat-long. 

Gon. You are gentlemen of brave mettle ; you would 
lift the moon out of her sphere, if she would continue in 
it five weeks without changing. 



155 engine] sc. of war. 

157 foison] harvest. Cf. IV, i, 110, infra, "foison plenty," and Sonnet 

liii, 9, "foison of the year." 
172 fallen fkit-long] hit with the flat of the sword (instead of with the edge). 

[42] 
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Enter Aeiel {imnsible) playing solemn music 

Seb. We would so, and then go a bat-fowling. 

Ant. Nay, good my lord, be not angry. 

GoN. 'No, I warrant you; I will not adventure my 
discretion so weakly. Will you laugh me asleep, for I 
am very heavy? i^o 

Ant. Go sleep, and hear us. 

\^All sleep except Alon., Seb., cmd Ant. 

Alon. What, aU so soon asleep ! I wish mine eyes 
Would, with themselves, shut up my thoughts: I find 
They are inclined to do so. 

Seb, Please you, sir. 

Do not omit the heavy offer of it: 
It seldom visits sorrow; when it doth, 
It is a comforter. 

Ant. We two, my lord, 

Will guard your person while you take your rest. 
And watch your safety. 

Alon. Thank you. — Wondrous heavy. 

[Alonso sleeps. Exit Ariel. 

Seb. What a strange drowsiness possesses them! ^^° 



176 bat-fowling] catching birds by night, by suddenly lighting a fire about 
them, and then batting or cudgelling them as they endeavour to 
escape. 

178-179 I will not . . . weakly] I will not risk my character for discretion 
by conduct so weak. 

181 Go sleep, and hear us] sc. laugh. Gonzalo suggests in the previous 
line that laughter will send him to sleep. Antonio accepts the sug- 
gestion that laughter will keep him slumbering. 

185 omit the heavy offer of it] neglect the offer of heavy sleep. 

[48] 
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Ant. It is the quality o' the climate. 

Seb. Why 

Doth it not then our eyelids sink? I find not 
Myself disposed to sleep. 

Ant. Nor I ; my spirits are nimble. 

They fell together all, as by consent ; 
They dropp'd, as by a thunder-stroke. What might. 
Worthy Sebastian? — O, what might? — No more: — 
And yet methinks I see it in thy face. 
What thou shouldst be: the occasion speaks thee; 

and 
My strong imagination sees a crown 
Dropping upon thy head. 

Seb. What, art thou waking? 200 

Ant. Do you not hear me speak? 

Seb. I do; and surely 

It is a sleepy language, and thou speak'st 
Out of thy sleep. What is it thou didst say? 
This is a strange repose, to be asleep 
With eyes wide open; standing, speaking, moving. 
And yet so fast asleep. 

Ant. Noble Sebastian, 

Thou let'st thy fortune sleep — die, rather ; wink'st 
Whiles thou art waking. 

Seb. Thou dost snore distinctly; 

There 's meaning in thy snores. 

Ant. I am more serious than my custom: you ^^'^ 



198 speaks thee] proclaims thy destiny. 

207-208 wink'st Whiles thou art waking] closest thine eyes whilst thou 
art awake. 
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Must be so too, if heed me; which to do 
Trebles thee o'er. 

Seb. Well, I am standing water. 

Ant. I '11 teach you how to flow. 

Seb. Do so: to ebb 

Hereditary sloth instructs me. 

Ant. O, 

If you but knew how you the purpose cherish 
Whiles thus you mock it! how, in stripping it. 
You more invest it! Ebbing men, indeed. 
Most often do so near the bottom run 
By their own fear or sloth. 

Seb. Prithee, say on: 

The setting of thine eye and cheek proclaim ^^° 

A matter from thee; and a birth, indeed. 
Which throes thee much to yield. 

Ant. Thus, sir: 

Although this lord of weak remembrance, this. 
Who shall be of as little memory 
When he is earth'd, hath here almost persuaded, — 



212 Trebles thee o'er] Makes thee thrice what thou now art. 

standing water] neither flowing nor ebbing, passive. Cf . Tw. Night, 

I, V, 150: '"t is with him in standing water." 
216-217 how, in stripping it, . . . invest it] how, in stripping the purpose 

of obscurity, you invest it with the more approval. 
217 Ebbing men] men whose fortunes are declining. Cf. Ant. and Cleop., 

I, iv, 43: "the ebb'd man." 
220 The setting of thine eye] The fixity, fixed expression. Cf . Ill, ii, 7-8 : 

"thy eyes are almost set in thy head." 

222 throes . . . yield] pains thee greatly to utter. 

223 weak remembrance] feeble memory. 
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For he 's a spirit of persuasion, only 

Professes to persuade, — the king his son 's alive, 

'T is as impossible that he 's undrown'd 

As he that sleeps here swims. 

Seb. I have no hope 

That he 's undrown'd. 

Ant. O, out of that " no hope " 230 

What great hope have you! no hope that way is 
Another way so high a hope that even 
Ambition cannot pierce a wink beyond. 
But doubt discovery there. Will you grant with me 
That Ferdinand is drown'd? 

Seb. He 's gone. 

Ant. Then, tell me. 

Who 's the next heir of Naples? 

See. Claribel. 

Ant. She that is queen of Tunis ; she that dwells 
Ten leagues beyond man's life; she that from Naples 
Can have no note, unless the sun were post, — 
The man i' the moon 's too slow, — tiU new-born chins ^40 
Be rough and razorable; she that from whom 

226-227 only . . . persuade] persuading is his only profession. 

231-234 "no hope "... discovery] no hope of the prince's safety 

amounts, from another point of view, to so lofty a design that even 

ambition cannot reach a jot further, cannot but be doubtful of 

discovering anything beyond. 
238 Ten leagues beyond man's life] A greater distance than man could 

travel in a lifetime. 
241 she that from whom] Thus the Folios; the meaning is: "the very 

person in coming from whom." Rowe proposed to omit that. It is 

quite possible that "that" is repeated by a compositor's error from 

line 238, "she that from Naples." 

[46] 
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We all were sea-swallow'd, though some cast again, 
And by that destuiy, to perform an act 
Whereof what 's past is prologue; what to come, 
In yours and my discharge. 

Seb. What stuff is this ! How say you? 

'T is true, my brother's daughter 's queen of Tunis ; 
So is she heir of Naples; 'twixt which regions 
There is some space. 

Ant. a space whose every cubit 

Seems to cry out, " How shall that Claribel 
Measure us back to Naples? Keep in Tunis, ^^^ 

And let Sebastian wake." Say, this were death 
That now hath seized them; why, they were no worse 
Than now they are. There be that can rule Naples 
As well as he that sleeps ; lords that can prate 
As amply and unnecessarily 
As this Gonzalo ; I myself could make 
A chough of as deep chat. O, that you bore 
The mind that I do! what a sleep were this 
For your advancement! Do you understand me? 

Seb. Methinks I do. 

Ant. And how does your content ^^^ 

Tender your own good fortune? 

Seb. I remember 

You did supplant your brother Prospero. 

245 In yours . . . discharge] depends on what you and I will do. 

250 Measure . . . Tunis] Follow us back to Naples ? Let Claribel stay 

in Tunis. 
257 A chough . . . chat] A chough or jackdaw able to talk as profoundly. 
260-261 how does your content . . . fortune?] are you content or willing to 

look after your own good fortune ? 

[47] 
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Ant. True: 

And look how well my garments sit upon me ; 
Much f eater than before : my brother's servants 
Were then my fellows ; now they are my men. 

Seb. But, for your conscience. 

Ant. Ay, sir; where hes that? if 't were a kibe, 
'T would put me to my shpper : but I feel not 
This deity in my bosom: twenty consciences, 
That stand 'twixt me and Milan, candied be they, ^^° 

And melt, ere they molest! Here lies your brother, 
No better than the earth he hes upon. 
If he were that which now he 's hke, that 's dead ; 
Whom I, with this obedient steel, three inches of it, 
Can lay to bed for ever; whiles you, doing thus. 
To the perpetual wink for aye might put 
This ancient morsel, this Sir Prudence, who 
Should not upbraid our course. For all the rest, 
^They '11 take suggestion as a cat laps milk; 
They '11 tell the clock to any business that ^80 

We say befits the hour. 

Seb. Thy case, dear friend. 



264 f eater] more featly, gracefully. Cf. I, ii, 379, supra, " Foot it 
feaUy." 

270-271 candied . . . melt] let them congeal and melt away, as con- 
gealed thmga must. Cf. Tim. of Ath., IV, iii, 225: "Candied 
with ice." 

273 thM 's dead] Farmer took these words to be a marginal note, which 
was not intended for admission into the text. They are redundant, 
save that they make plainer the words which precede them. 

276 perpetiud vrink] eternal sleep of death. 

279 take suggestion] succumb to temptation. 
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Shall be my precedent; as thou got'st Milan, 
I 'U come by Naples. Draw thy sword: one stroke 
Shall free thee from the tribute which thou payest; 
And I the king shall love thee. 

Ant. Draw together; 

And when I rear my hand, do you the hke 
To fall it on Gonzalo. 

Seb. O, but one word. [Thet/ talk apart. 

Re-enter Aeiel invisible 

Am. My master through his art foresees the danger 
That you, his friend, are in; and sends me forth, — 
For else his project dies, — to keep them living. / ^^^ 

l^Svngs in Gonzalo^s ear. 

While you here do snoring lie, 
Open-eyed conspiracy 

His time doth take. 
If of life you keep a care, 
Sliake off slumber, and beware: 

Awake, awake! 

Ant. Then let us both be sudden. 

GoN. Now, ..good^aiigels^ 

Preserve the king! [They make. 

Axon. Why, how now? ho, awake 1 — why are you 
drawn? 
Wherefore this ghastly looking? 



290 to keep them living] " Them " refers to Gonzalo and Alonso. Ariel 

is half apostrophising Gonzalo and half talking to himself. 
299 are you dravmf] are your swords drawn ? 
4 [49] 
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GoN. What 's the matter? ^oo 

Seb. Whiles we stood here securing your repose. 
Even now, we heard a hollow biu-st of bellowing 
Like bulls, or rather hons: did 't not wake you? 
It struck mine ear most terribly. 

Alon. I heard nothing. 

Ant. O, 't was a din to fright a monster's ear, 
To make an earthquake ! sure, it was the roar 
Of a whole herd of hons. 

Alon. Heard you this, Gk)nzalo? 

GoN. Upon mine honour, sir, I heard a humming. 
And that a strange one too, which did awake me: 
I shaked you, sir, and cried: as mine eyes open'd, ^^° 

I saw their weapons drawn: — there was a noise. 
That 's verily. 'T is best we stand upon our guard. 
Or that we quit this place : let 's draw our weapons. 

Alon. Lead off this ground; and let 's make further 
search 
For my poor son. 

GoN. Heavens keep him from these beasts! 

For he is, sure, i' th' island. 

Alon. Lead away. 

Abi. Prospero my lord shall know what I have 
done: 
So, king, go safely on to seek thy son. [Exeunt. 



312 That's verily] That's in truth, that's true. The adverb is used like 
an adjective. Pope needlessly substituted That '« verity. 
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SCENE n— ANOTHER PAKT OF THE ISLAND 

Enter Caliban vnth a burden oj wood. A noise of 
thunder heard 

Cal. All the infections that the sun sucks up 
From bogs, fens, flats, on PiQsper^faU, and make him 
By inch-meal a disease! His spirits hear me. 
And yet I needs must curse. But they 'U nor pinch, 
Fright me with urchin-shows, pitch me i' the mire. 
Nor lead me, Uke a firebrand, in the dark 
Out of my way, unless he bid 'em: but 
For every trifle are they set upon me; 
Sometime hke apes, that mow and chatter at me. 
And after bite me ; then like hedgehogs, which ^^ 

Lie tumbUng in my barefoot way, and mount 
Their pricks at my footfall; sometime am I 
All wound with adders, who with cloven tongues 
Do hiss me into madness. 

Enter Tkjncuixj 

Lo, now, lo! 
Here comes a spirit of his, and to torment me 
For bringing wood in slowly. I'll fall flat; 
Perchance he will not mind me. 



3 By inchr-meal] By inches, piecemeal. Cf. Cymb., IT, iv, 147: "limb- 
meal," limb-by-limb. 
5 urchin^shows] goblins in the shape of hedgehogs. Cf. I, ii, 326, supra. 
9 mow] make grimaces. 
^ 13 wound] twisted round, enwrapped. 
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Tkin. Here 's neither bush nor shrub, to bear off any 
weather at all, and another storm brewing; I hear it 
sing i' the wind: yond same black cloud, yond huge one, ^^ 
looks like a foul bombard that would shed his hquor. 
If it should thunder as it did before, I know not where 
to hide my head: yond same cloud cannot choose but faU 
bypaUfuls. What have we here? a man or a fish? dead 
or alive? A fish: he smells like a fish; a very ancient 
and fish-like smell; a kind of not of the newest Poor- 
John. A strange fish! Were I in England now, as 
once I was, and had but this fish painted, not a holiday 
fool there but would give a piece of silver: there would 
this monster make a man; any strange beast there ^^ 
makes a man: when they wiU not give a doit to relieve 
a lame beggar, they will lay out ten to see a dead Indian. 
Legged like a man ! and his fins Hke arms ! Warm o' my 
troth I I do now let loose my opinion; hold it no longer : 
this is no fish, but an islander, that hath lately suffered by 
a thunderbolt. [Thunder.] Alas, the storm is come again ! 



18-19 hear ojf . . . at all] bear the fury of the storm, and so keep it ofip me. 

19-20 storm . . . vnnd] Cf. M. Wives, III, ii, 31: "A man may hear 
this shower sing in the wind," and note. 

21 bombard] a large tankard or drinking vessel. 

26 Poor-John] A coarse fish; the name is often applied to "hake," 
which was eaten salted and dried. 

29 make a man] make a man's fortune. 

32 a dead Indian] Several American Indians wfere brought home by 
explorers of the New World during Shakespeare's lifetime, and 
excited vast popular curiosity. The deaths of several of these visitors 
are recorded, and the body of one of them was probably exhibited 
to the public shortly before this play was performed. 
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my best way is to creep under his gaberdine; there is no 
other shelter hereabout: misery acquaints a man with 
strange bed-fellows. I wiU here shroud till the dregs of 
the storm be past. 

Enter Stephano, smgmg: a bottle m his hand 

Ste. I shall no more to sea, to sea, 40 

Here shall I die a-shore, — 

This is a very scurvy time to sing at a man's funeral: 
well, here 's my comfort. [Drrnks. 

[Sings. The master, the swabber, the boatswain, and I, 

The gunner, and his mate. 
Loved Mall, Meg, and Marian, and Margery, 

But none of us cared for Kate; 

For she had a tongue with a tang. 

Would cry to a sailor. Go hang! 
She loved not the savour of tar nor of pitch; SO 

Yet a tailor might scratch her where'er she did itch. 

Then, to sea, boys, and let her go hang! 

This is a scurvy tune too : but here 's my comfort. [Drinks. 

Cal. Do not torment me: — O! 

Ste. What 's the matter? Have we devils here? Do 
you put tricks upon 's with salvages and men of Ind, ha? 

37 gaberdine] a coarse outer cloak. Cf. Merck, of Ven., I, iii, 107: "my 

Jewish gaberdine." 
39 dregs] last drops. 

44 swabber] the sailor ■whose business it was to "swab " or mop the decks. 
66 put tricks upon's] apparently a reference to the trickery practised by 
showmen of outlandish men or beasts. 

and men of Ind] Cf. L. L. L., TV, iii, 218: "rude and 
[53] 



THE TEMPEST act ii 

I have not scaped drowning, to be afeard now of your 
four legs; for it hath been said. As proper a man as ever 
went on four legs cannot make him give grounds ; and 
it shall be said so again, while Stephano breathes at 
nostrils. ^"^ 

Cal. The spirit torments me : — O ! 

Ste. This is some monster of the isle with four legs, 
who hath got, as I take it, an ague. Whiere the devU 
should he learn our language? I will give him some 
reUef, if it be but for that. If I can recover him, and 
keep him tame, and get to Naples with him, he 's a pres- 
ent for any emperor that ever trod on neat's-leather. 

Cal. Do not torment me, prithee; I '11 bring my wood 
home faster. 

Ste. He 's in his fit now, and does not talk after the ^^ 
wisest. He shall taste of my bottle: if he have never 
drunk wine afore, it will go near to remove his fit. If I 
can recover him, and keep him tame, I will not take too 
much for him; he shall pay for him that hath him, and 
that soundly. 



savage man of Inde." Both America and Asia were known indiffer- 
ently as "Ind" or "India" in Shakespeare's day, though "West 
Indies" was a title more correctly borne by America, as "East 
Indies" was the juster name of Southern Asia. "A man of Ind" 
was the term frequently applied to an American Indian. 

68-59 a jnan . . . on jour legs\ often said of a man on crutches. 

67 neat's-leather] cowhide or calf's skin. Cf . Wird. Tale, I, ii, 124-125 : 
"And yet the steer, the heifer and the calf Are all call'd neat," and 
Jid. Goes., I, i, 26: "As proper men as ever trod upon neat's-leather." 

73-74 I will not take too much for him] an ironical way of saying "I will 
take all I can get." 

[64] 
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Cal. Thou dost me yet but little hurt; thou wilt anon, 
I know it by thy trembling: now Prosper works upon 
thee. 

Ste. Come on your ways; open your mouth; here is 
that which will give language to you, cat: open your 
mouth; this will shake your shaking, I can teU you, and 
that soundly: you cannot tell who 's your friend: open 
your chaps again. 

Tein. I should know that voice : it should be — but 
he is drowned; and these are devils: — O defend me! 

Ste. Four legs and two voices, — a most delicate 
monster! His forward voice, now, is to speak well of his 
friend; his backward voice is to utter foul speeches and 
to detract. If aU the wine in my bottle will recover him, 
I will help his ague. Come : — Amen ! I will pour some 
in thy other mouth. 

Trin. Stephano! 

Ste. Doth thy other mouth call me? Mercy, mercy! ®° 
This is a devil, and no monster: I will leave him; I have 
no long spoon. 

Trin. Stephano! If thou beest Stephano, touch me, 
and speak to me ; for I am Trinculo, — be not af card, 
— thy good friend Trinculo. 

Ste. If thou beest Trinculo, come forth : I '11 pull thee 
by the lesser legs: if any be Trinculo's legs, these are 
they. Thou art very Trinculo indeed! How earnest 



76 trembling] a recognised sign of demoniacal possession. 
78 cat] Cf. the proverb "Good liquor will make a cat speak." 
91-92 I have no long spoon] Cf. Com. of Errors, IV, iii, 58-59: "Many, 
he must have a Umg spoon that must eat with the devil," and note. 
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thou to be the siege of this moon-calf? can he vent 
Trinculos? ^9 

Tein. I took him to be kUled with a thunder-stroke. 
But art thou not drowned, Stephano? I hope, now, thou 
art not drowned. Is the storm overblown? I hid me 
under the dead moon-calf's gaberdine for fear of the 
storm. And art thou hving, Stephano? O Stephano, 
two Neapohtans scaped 1 

Ste, Prithee, do not turn me about; my stomach is 
not constant. 

Cajl,. [Aside.] These be fine things, an if they be not 
sprites. 
That 's a brave god, and bears celestial liquor : 
I wiU kneel to him, i^" 

Ste. How didst thou 'scape? How earnest thou 
hither? swear, by this bottle, how thou camest hither. I 
escaped upon a butt of sack, which the sailors heaved 
o'erboard, by this bottle! which I made of the bark of 
a tree with mine own hands, since I was cast ashore. 

Cai,. I 'U swear, upon that bottle, to be thy true sub- 
ject; for the hquor is not earthly. 

Ste. Here ; swear, then, how thou escapedst. 

Tein. Swum ashore, man, Uke a duck: I can swim 
like a duck, I '11 be sworn. 120 

Ste. Here, kiss the book. Though thou canst swim 
Hke a duck, thou art made like a goose. 



99 the siege of this moon-calf] the seat of this abortion (misshapen through 

lunar influence). 
106 not constant] unsteady. 
121 kiss the book] Stephano puts the bottle to Trinculo's lips. Cf . line 132, 

'"^"- [ 66 ] 
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Tein. O Stephano, hast any more of this? 

Ste. The whole butt, man: my cellar is in a rock by 
the sea-side, where my wine is hid. How now, moon- 
calf! how does thine ague? 

Cal. Hast thou not dropp'd from heaven? 

Ste. Out o' the moon, I do assure thee: I was the 
man i' the moon when time was. ^^^ 

Cal. I have seen thee in her, and I do adore thee: 
my mistress show'd me thee, and thy dog, and thy bush. 

Ste. Come, swear to that; kiss the book: I wiU fur- 
nish it anon with new contents : swear. 

Tein. By this good hght, this is a very shallow mon- 
ster! I afeard of him! A very weak monster! The 
man i' the moon ! A most poor credulous monster ! WeU 
drawn, monster, in good sooth! 

Cal. I 'U show thee every fertile inch o' th' island; 
and I will kiss thy foot : I prithee, be my god. 

Tein. By this light, a most perfidious and drunken 
monster ! when 's god 's asleep, he '11 rob his bottle. ^*^ 

Cat., I '11 kiss thy foot; I '11 swear myself thy subject. 

Ste. Come on, then; down, and swear. 

Tein. I shall laugh myself to death at this puppy- 
headed monster. A most scurvy monster ! I could find 
in my heart to beat him, — 

Ste, Come, kiss. 

Tein. But that the poor monster's in drink. An 
abominable monster! 



131 thy dog, and thy bush] allusion to the superstition that the man in the 
moon has a dog and a thorn bush. Cf . Mids. N. Dr., V, i, 134-135. 
136 WeU dravm] Heartily quaffed. 

[67] 



THE TEMPEST act ii 

Cal. I '11 show thee the best springs ; I '11 pluck thee 

berries ; iso 

I '11 fish for thee, and get thee wood enough. 
A plague upon the tyrant that I serve! 
I '11 bear him no more sticks, but follow thee, 
Thou wondrous man. 

Tein. a most ridiculous monster, to make a wonder 
of a poor drunkard! 

Cal. I prithee, let me bring thee where crabs grow; 
And I with my long nails will dig thee pig-nuts ; 
Show thee a jay's nest, and instruct thee how 
To snare the nimble marmoset ; I 'II bring thee ^^^ 

To clustering filberts, and sometimes I '11 get thee 
Young scamels from the rock. Wilt thou go with me? 

Ste. I prithee now, lead the way, without any more 
talking. Trinculo, the king and all our company else 



157 crabs] crab-apples. 

158 pig-nvts] the country name of earth chestnuts, which grow under- 
ground. The plant is called by botanists Bunium ■flextiosum or Crnio- 
podium cienudatum,. 

160 marmoset] a kind of ape or baboon now only indigenous to South Amer- 
ica, but found according to medieval travellers in many parts of Asia. 

162 scameh] Thus the Folios ; the meaning of the word is uncertain. In 
Norfolk the female bar-tailed godwit is occasionally called a "sea- 
mell," but this bird is not a rock-breeder. Theobald proposed to 
read seor-mells or sea-malls, a name doubtfully said to be applied to 
the "sea-mew" or "sea-gull." Others suggest staniels, i. e., rock- 
breeding restrels or hawks. But in all probability sea-owls should 
be read. Strachey, in his True Repertory of Virginia, mentions his 
discovery of blind birds, which he called "sea-owls"; the text may 
well refer to these birds. Cf. Ariel's song: "There I couch when 
owls do cry" (V, i, 90, infra). 
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being drowned, we will inherit here: here; bear my 
bottle : fellow Trinculo, we '11 fill him by and by again. 

Cal. sings drunkenly.] Farewell, master; farewell, farewell! 
Tein. a howling monster; a drunken monster! 

Cal. No more dams I '11 make for fish; 

Nor fetch in firing ITO 

At requiring; 
Nor scrape trencher, nor wash dish: 
'Ban, 'Ban, Cacaliban 
Has a new master: — get a new man. 

Freedom, hey-day! hey-day, freedom! freedom, hey- 
day, freedom! 

Ste. O brave monster! Lead the way. [Exeunt. 



169 No more dams . . . fish] A reference to the artificial fish weirs, in 
making which the aborigines of Virginia were very skilful. Ralph 
Lane describes how, on his visit to Virginia in 1586, he set the Indians 
to make weirs or dams in order to provide supplies of fish for food. 
The English explorers of Virginia were unable to master the intri- 
cate manner of construction and often expressed fear that disaffected 
Indians might destroy the fish-dams and imperil a chief source of 
the colonists' sustenance. Cf. Hakluyt's Voyages (ed. 1904, VIII, 
334-336 seq.). 

174 get a new man] Caliban bids Prospero find a new servant. 
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ACT THIRD — SCENE I 

BEFORE PROSPERO'S CELL 

Enter Ferdinand, hearing a log 
Feedinand 

HERE BE SOME SPORTS 

are painful, and their labour 
Delight in them sets off: some 
kinds of baseness 
Are nobly undergone, and most 
poor matters 

Point to rich ends, j This my 
mean task "" 

Would be as heavy to me as 
odious, but 

The mistress which I serve 
quickens what 's dead. 
And makes my labours pleas- 
ures:' O, she is 
Ten times more gentle than her father 's crabbed, 
And he 's composed of harshness. I must remove 
Some thousands of these logs, and pile them up, 

1-2 There he . . . sets off] Some sports require labour, and delight in 
the sport is a set-oS against the labour required. 
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Upon a sore injunction: my sweet mistress 

Weeps when she sees me work, and says, such baseness 

Had never like executor. I forget : 

But these sweet thoughts do even refresh my labours, 

Most busy lest, when I do it. 

Enter Mibahtda ; and PaosPERO at a distance, unseen 

Mm. Alas, now, pray you. 

Work not so hard: I would the lightning had 
Burnt up those logs that you are enjoin'd to pile! 
Pray, set it down, and rest you : when this burns, 
'T will weep for having wearied you. My father 
Is hard at study; pray, now, rest yourself; 2*> 

He 's safe for these three hours. 

Fee. O most dear mistress. 

The sun will set before I shall discharge 
What I must strive to do. 

Mm. If you '11 sit down, 

I '11 bear your logs the while: pray, give me that; 
I '11 carry it to the pile. 



11 Upon a sore injunction] Under pain of a severe penalty. 

13-15 7 forget: . . . do it] Thus the First Folio. A vast number of 
changes have been suggested; lest is unintelligible, but it may be 
treated as a variant of "least," which is the form adopted in the 
Second and later Folios. Most busy lest, [or least] when I do it may 
mean "least busy, least conscious of labour, when I am working 
my hardest. " Ferdinand's preoccupation with his sweet thoughts 
robs the hardest work of pain, which is inversely proportioned to the 
severity of the labour. 

19 'T will weep . . . you] A reference to the resinous gum which the 
wood exudes on being set alight. 
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Fee. No, precious creature; 

I had rather crack my sinews, break my back. 
Than you should such dishonour undergo. 
While I sit lazy by. 

MiE. It would become me 

As weU as it does you : and I should do it 
With much more ease; for my good will is to it, ^'^ 

And yoxirs it is against. 

Pros. Poor worm, thou art infected! 

This visitation shows it. 

MiE. You look wearily. 

Fee. No, noble mistress; 'tis fresh morning with 
me 
When you are by at night. I do beseech you, — 
Chiefly that I might set it in my prayers, — 
What is your name? 

MiE. Miranda. — O my father, 

I have broke your best to say so ! 

Fee. Admired Miranda! 

Indeed the top of admiration! worth 
What 's dearest to the world! FuU many a lady 
I have eyed with best regard, and many a time '**^ 

The harmony of their tongues hath into bondage 
Brought my too dihgent ear : for several virtues 
Have I liked several women; never any 
With so fuU soul, but some defect in her 
Did quarrel with the noblest grace she owed. 
And put it to the foil: but you, O you, 



46 jmt it . . . foil] frastrate it; "to foil a sword-thrust" is to turn it 
aside, make it go astray. 
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So perfect and so peerless, are created 
Of every creature's best I 

Mm. I do not know 

One of my sex; no woman's face remember. 
Save, from my glass, mine own; nor have I seen ^ 

More that I may call men than you, good friend, 
And my dear father: how features are abroad, 
I am skilless of; but, by my modesty. 
The jewel in my dower, I would not wish 
Any companion in the world but you; 
Nor can imagination form a shape, 
Besides yourself, to hke of. But I prattle 
Something too wildly, and my father's precepts 
I therein do forget. 

Fee. I am, in my condition, 

A prince, Miranda; I do think, a king; ^ 

I would, not so ! — and would no more endure 
This wooden slavery than to suffer 
The flesh-fly blow my mouth. Hear my soul speak: 
The very instant that I saw you, did 
My heart fly to your service; there resides. 
To make me slave to it; and for your sake 
Am I this patient log-man. 

Mir. Do you love me? 

Feb. O heaven, O earth, bear witness to this sound. 
And crown what I profess with kind event. 
If I speak true I if hollowly, invert ^° 

What best is boded me to mischief ! I, 



63 The flesh-fly] The flesh-eating fly, which putrefies. 
69 kind event]- favourable result. 
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Beyond all limit of what else i' the world. 
Do love, prize, honour you. 

MiE. I am a fool 

To weep at what I am glad of. 

Pegs. Fair encounter 

Of two most rare affections ! Heavens rain grace 
On that which breeds between 'em! 

Fee. Wherefore weep you? 

MiE. At mine unworthiness, that dare not offer 
What I desire to give; and much less take 
What I shall die to want. But this is trifling; 
And aU the more it seeks to hide itself, ^° 

The bigger bulk it shows. Hence, bashful cunning! 
And prompt me, plain and holy innocence! 
I am your wife, if you wiU marry me; 
If not, I '11 die your maid: to be your fellow 
You may deny me; but I 'U be your servant. 
Whether you will or no. 

Fee. My mistress, dearest ; 

And I thus humble ever. 

MiE. My husband, then? 

Fee. Ay, with a heart as willing 
As bondage e'er of freedom : here 's my hand. 

MiE. And mine, with my heart in 't : and now farewell ^^ 
Till half an hour hence. 



72 what dse] whatsoever else. 
79 to want] by wanting. 

84 maid . . . fellow] maidservant . . . companion of equal rank. 
89 As bondage . . . freedom] As ever bondman was willing to accept 
freedom. 

[64] 



SCENE II THE TEMPEST 

Fee. a thousand thousand! 

{^Exeunt Fer. and Mir. severally. 

Pegs. So glad of this as they I cannot be, 
Who are surprised withal; but my rejoicing 
At nothing can be more. I '11 to my book; 
For yet, ere supper-time, must I perform 
Much business appertaining. [Exit. 

SCENE n— ANOTHER PART OF THE ISLAND 

Enter Caliban, Stbphano, amd Teinculo 

Ste. TeU not me; — when the butt is out, we will 
drink water; not a drop before: therefore bear up, and 
board 'em. Servant-monster, drink to me. 

Trust. Servant-monster! the folly of this island! 
They say there 's but five upon this isle : we are three 
of them; if th' other two be brained hke us, the state 
totters. 

Ste. Drink, servant-monster, when I bid thee: thy 
eyes are almost set in thy head. 



91 A thousand thoiisand] so. farewells. 

93 withal\ with this (event); Theobald's correction of the Folio reading 
with all. 

2 hear uf, and hoard 'em] nautical expressions: "put the hekn up; go 
after them and board them." Stephano means: "let us have an- 
other go at the bottle." 

8 sd\ fixed, as in a drunken stare. Cf. II, i, 220, swpra, "The setting of 
thine eye," and Tw. Night, V, i, 190-191: "his eyes were set at 
eight i' the morning." 
5 [65] 
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Tein. Where should they be set else? he were a brave 
monster indeed, if they were set in his tail. ^^ 

Ste. My man-monster hath drowned his tongue in 
sack: for my part, the sea cannot drown me; I swam, 
ere I could recover the shore, five and thirty leagues off 
and on. By this light, thou shalt be my heutenant, mon- 
ster, or my standard. 

Tein. Your heutenant, if you list; he 's no standard. 

Ste. We '11 not run. Monsieur Monster. 

Thin. Nor go neither ; but you 'U he, hke dogs, and 
yet say nothing neither. 

Ste. Moon-calf, speak once in thy hfe, if thou beest ^^ 
a good moon-calf. 

Cal. How does thy honour? Let me lick thy shoe. 
I 'U not serve him, he is not vahant. 

Tein. Thou hest, most ignorant monster: I am in 
case to justle a constable. Why, thou deboshed fish, 
thou, was there ever man a coward that hath drunk so 
much sack as I to-day? Wilt thou tell a monstrous He, 
being but half a fish and half a monster? 

Cai,. Lo, how he mocks me! wilt thou let him, my 
lord? 

Tein, " Lord," quoth he! That a monster should be ^^ 
such a natural! 



15 standard] standard bearer. In the next line "standard" is quib- 
blingly used for a thing which stands without support, which Caliban 
in his drunken condition could not. 

18 go] walk. 

24-25 in case to justle] just ready for hustling. 

25 deboshed] Shakespeare's invariable spelling of "debauched." 
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CaIi. Lo, lo, again! bite him to death, I prithee. 

Ste. Trinculo, keep a good tongue in your head: if 
you prove a mutineer, — the next tree ! The poor mon- 
ster 's my subject, and he shall not suffer indignity. 

Cai,. I thank my noble lord. Wilt thou be pleased 
to hearken once again to the suit I made to thee? 

Ste. Marry, will I : kneel and repeat it; I will stand, 
and so shall Trinculo. 

Enter Aeiex, invisible 

Cal. As I told thee before, I am subject to a tyrant, *» 
a sorcerer, that by his cunning hath cheated me of the 
island. 

Ari. Thou liest. 

Cax,. Thou liest, thou jesting monkey, thou: 

I would my vaHant master would destroy theel 
I do not he. 

Ste. Trinculo, if you trouble him any more in 's tale, 
by this hand, I will supplant some of your teeth. 

Tein. Why, I said nothing. 

Ste. Mum, then, and no more. Proceed. 

Cal,. I say, by sorcery he got this isle ; 
From me he got it. If thy greatness will ^^ 

Revenge it on him, — for I know thou darest. 
But this thing dare not, — 

Ste. That 's most certain. 

Cal. Thou shalt be lord of it, and I '11 serve 
thee. 

Ste. How now shall this be compassed? Canst thou 
bring me to the party? 

[67] 
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Cal. Yea, yea, my lord: I '11 yield him thee asleep. 
Where thou mayst knock a nail into his head. 

Am. Thouliest; thou canst not. 

Cai,. What a pied ninny 's this! Thou scurvy patch 1 
I do beseech thy greatness, give him blovps. 
And take his bottle from him : vphen that 's gone. 
He shall drink nought but brine; for I '11 not show 

him 
Where the quick freshes are. 

Ste. Trinculo, run into no further danger: interrupt 
the monster one vrord further, and, by this hand, I 'U turn 
my mercy out o' doors, and make a stock-fish of thee. 

Trin. Why, vi^hatdidl? I did nothing. I '11 go far- 
ther off. 

Ste. Didst thou not say he lied? '^'^ 

Am. Thouliest. 

Ste. Do I so? take thou that. [Beats him.] As you 
like this, give me the lie another time. 

Trin. I did not give the lie. Out o' your vpits, and 
hearing too? A pox o' your bottle! this can sack and 
drinking do. A murrain on your monster, and the devil 
take your fingers ! 

Cal. Ha, ha, ha ! 



60 pied ninny] fool in variegated dress. Trinculo, as the king's jester, 

wears motley. 

patch] simpleton. Cf. Merch. of Ven., 11, v, 45: "The patch is 

kind enough." 
64 quick freshes] springs of fresh water. 
67 make a stock-fish of thee] treat thee like dried cod which was well 

beaten before it was cooked. 
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Ste. Now, forward with your tale. — Prithee, stand 
farther ofle. ^ 

Cal. Beat him enough: after a Uttle time, 
I '11 beat him too. 

Ste. Stand farther. — Come, proceed. 

Cai,. Why, as I told thee, 't is a custom with him 
I' th' afternoon to sleep: there thou mayst brain him. 
Having first seized his books; or with a log 
Batter his skull, or paunch him with a stake. 
Or cut his wezand with thy knife. Remember 
First to possess his books ; for without them 
He 's but a sot, as I am, nor hath not 
One spirit to command : they all do hate him ^° 

As rootedly as I. Burn but his books. 
He has brave utensils, — for so he calls them, — 
Which, when he has a house, he 'U deck withal. 
And that most deeply to consider is 
The beauty of his daughter; he himself 
CaUs her a nonpareil: I never saw a woman. 
But only Sycorax my dam and she; 
But she as far surpasseth Sycorax 
As great'st does least. 

Ste. Is it so brave a lass? 

Cal. Ay, lord; she will become thy bed, I warrant, ^^'^ 
And bring thee forth brave brood. 

86 paunch . . . stake] put a stake through his paunch, impale him on 

a stake. 

87 wezand] windpipe. 

89 sot] used in the French sense of "fool," without any notion of 

drunkenness. 
92 utensils] The accents here are on the first and third syllables. 
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Ste. Monster, I will kill this man : his daughter and 
I will be king and queen, — save our Graces ! — and 
Trinculo and thyself shaU be viceroys. Dost thou like 
the plot, Trinculo? 

Tein. Excellent. 

Ste. Give me thy hand : I am sorry I beat thee; but, 
while thou livest, keep a good tongue in thy head. 

Cai,. Within this half hour will he be asleep : 
Wilt thou destroy him then? 

Ste. Ay, on mine honour. ^^® 

Ari. This will I teU my master. 

Cal. Thou makest me merry; I am fuU of pleasure: 
Let us be jocund: will you troU the catch 
You taught me but whUe-ere? 

Ste. At thy request, monster, I will do reason, any 
reason. — Come on, Trinculo, let us sing. [Sings. 

Flout 'em and scout 'em, and scout 'em and flout 'em; 
Thought is free. 

Cal. That 's not the tune. 

[Ariel plays the tune on a tabor and pipe. 
Ste. What is this same? 120 

Tein. This is the time of our catch, played by the 
picture of Nobody. 

113 trolI\ smg glibly. 

114 whUe-ere] no uncommon form of the more familiar "ere-while," 
i. e., a short time since. 

118 Thought is free] A proverbial expression also quoted in Tw. 

Night, I, iii, 65. 
121-122 played by the picture of Nobody] The picture of Nobody was a 

common sign for tradesmen's shops. A head was represented with 
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Ste. If thou beest a man, show thyself in thy hkeness : 
if thou beest a d,evil, take 't as thou list. 

Tein. O, forgive me my sins ! 

Ste. He that dies pays aU debts : I defy thee. Mercy 
upon us ! 

Cal. Art thou afeard? 

Ste. 'No, monster, not I. 

CAii. Be not afeard; the isle is full of noises, ^^^ 

Sounds and sweet airs, that give dehght, and hvui; not. 
Sometimes a thousand twangling instruments 
Will hum about mine ears ; and sometime voices. 
That, if I then had waked after long sleep, 
WiU make me sleep again : and then, in dreaming. 
The cloudy methought would open, and show riches 
Ready to drop upon me; that, when I waked, 
I cried to dream again. 

Ste. This wiU prove a brave kingdom to me, where I 
shall have my music for nothing. ^^^ 

Cal,. When Prospero is destroyed. 

Ste. That shall be by and by: I remember the story." 

Trin. The sound is going away; let 's follow it, and 
after do our work. 

Ste. Lead, monster; we'U follow. I would I could 
see this taborer; he lays it on. 

Trin. Wilt come? I '11 f ollow, Stephano, [Exeunt. 

legs and arms without any body. The shop of the Elizabethan 
stationer John Trundle in the Barbican was "at the signe of 
Nobody." 
146 this taborer] this drammer. Ariel, aceordmg to the "stage direction," 
has been playing on a tabor (i. e., a drum worn at the side) and a 
pipe; see line 119, supra. 
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SCENE m— ANOTHER PART OF THE ISLAND 

Enter Alonso, Sebastian, Antonio, Gonzalo, Adeian, 
rBANCisco", and others 

GoN. By 'r lakin, I can go no further, sir; 
My old. bones ache : here 's a maze trod, indeed. 
Through f orth-rights and meanders I By your patience, 
I needs must rest me. 

Alon. Old lord, I cannot blame thee, 

Who am myself attach'd with weariness. 
To the dulling of my spirits : sit down, and rest. 
Even here I will put off my hope, and keep it 
No longer for my flatterer : he is drown'd 
Whom thus we stray to find; and the sea mocks 
Our frustrate search on land. Well, let him go. ^^ 

Ant. [Aside to Seb.^ I am right glad that he 's so out 
of hope. 
Do not, for one repulse, forgo the purpose 
That you resolved to effect. 

Seb. [Aside to Ant.] The next advantage 
Will we take throughly. 

Ant. [Aside to Seb.] Let it be to-night; 
For, now they are oppress'd with travel, they 
Will not, nor cannot, use such vigilance 
As when they are fresh. 

Seb. [Aside to Ant.] I say, to-night: no more. 
[Solemn and strange music. 

1 By V lakin] By our lady, by the Virgin Mary. 
3 forth-righis and meanders] straight and winding paths. 
6 attach'd] seized; used figuratively in its legal significance. 
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Axon. What harmony is this? — My good friends, 

harkl 
GoN. Marvellous sweet music! 

Enter Pkospebo above, invisible. Enter several strange Shapes, 
brmgimg in a banquet: they dance about it with gentle 
actions of salutation; and, inviting the King, Sec. to eat, 
they depart 

Alon. Give us kind keepers, heavens ! — What were 

these? 20 

See. a hving drollery. Now I will beheve 
That there are unicorns ; that in Arabia 
There is one tree, the phoenix' throne; one phoenix 
At this hour reigning there. 

Ant. I '11 beheve both; 

And what does else want credit, come to me, 
And I '11 be sworn 't is true: travellers ne'er did he. 
Though fools at home condemn 'em. 

GoN. If in Naples 

I should report this now, would they beheve me? 
If I should say, I saw such islanders, — 
For, certes, these are people of the island, — ^ 



21 A living drollery] A puppet show presented by Hving persons. 

23 one phoenix] Cf. As You Like It, IV, Hi, 17, and note. Here Shake- 
speare seems to have had in mind the passage in Lyly's Euphues 
(ed. Arber, p. 312) : "For as there is but one Phamix in the world, 
so there is but one tree in Arabia wherein she buyldeth." The faith 
in the myth was widespread. 

29 islanders] The Second Folio's correction of the First Folio misprint, 
Islands, 
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Who, though they are of monstrous shape, yet, note. 
Their manners are more gentle-kind than of 
Our human generation you shall find 
Many, nay, almost any. 

Pegs. lAside] Honest lord, 

Thou hast said well; for some of you there present 
Are worse than devils. 

Alon. I cannot too much muse 

Such shapes, such gesture, and such sound, express- 
ing— 
Although they want the use of tongue — a kind 
Of excellent dumb discourse. 

Pros. [Aside] Praise in departing. 

Fran. They vanish'd strangely. 

Seb, 'No matter, since ^'^ 

They have left their viands behind; for we have 

stomachs. — 
Will 't please you taste of what is here? 

Axon. Not I. 

GoN. Faith, sir, you need not fear. When we were 
boys. 
Who would believe that there were mountaineers 
Dew-lapp'd like buRs, whose throats had hanging 
at 'em 



36 muse] wonder. Cf. Macb., Ill, iv, 85: "Do not muse at me." 

39 Praise in departing] A proverbial phrase: "reserve your praise for 

your departure," "wait to see how it turns out." 
45 Dew-lapp'd like btiMs] With pendulous skin at the throat, as in the 

case of bulls ; a reference to sufferers from goitre, to which the 

inhabitants of mountainous districts are liable. 
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Wallets of flesh? or that there were such men 
Whose heads stood in their breasts? which now we find 
Each putter-out of five for one wiU bring us 
Good warrant of. 

Ax,ON. I will stand to, and feed, 

Although my last: no matter, since I feel ^'^ 

The best is past. Brother, my lord the duke. 
Stand to, and do as we. 

Thunder and lightning. Enter Aeiex., like a harpy; claps his 
•mmgs wpon the table; and, with a quaint device, the banquet 
vanishes 

Asj. You are three men of sin, whom Destiny, — 
That hath to instrument this lower world 
And what is in 't, — the never-surfeited sea 
Hath caused to belch up you ; and on this island. 
Where man doth not inhabit, — you 'mongst men 
Being most unfit to live. I have made you mad; 
And even with such-like valour men hang and drown 



46-47 men Whose heads . . . breasts] Ralegh in his Discovery of Guiana 
(1595) reported that west of the Oronoko River was a nation of people 
"whose heads appeare not above their shoulders . . . they are reported 
to have their eyes in their shoulders and their mouths in the middle 
of their breasts" (Hakluyt's Voyages, ed. 1904, X, 406). 

48 putter-out of five for one] Merchants were in the habit of accepting from 
those who embarked on long and venturesome voyages a sum of 
money, on the understanding that it should become their property 
if the vessel failed to return home, but should be restored fivefold 
if the ship came safely to port. The voyager thus wagered five to 
one on his chance of surviving the dangers of the voyage. 

64 to instrument] for instrument. 
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: Their proper selves. \_Alon., Seb. ^c. draw their swords. 

You fools! I and, my fellows ^° 

Are ministers of Fate : the elements. 
Of whom your swords are temper'd, may as well 
Wound the loud winds, or with bemock'd-at stabs 
Kill the still-closing waters, as diminish 
One dowle that 's in my plume : my fellow-ministers 
Are like invulnerable. If you could hurt, 
Your swords are now too massy for your strengths, 
And will not be uphf ted. But remember, — 
For that 's my business to you, — that you three 
From Milan did supplant good Prospero; ^° 

Exposed unto the sea, which hath requit it. 
Him and his innocent child: for which foul deed 
The powers, delaying, not forgetting, have 
Incensed the seas and shores, yea, all the creatures. 
Against your peace. Thee of thy son, Alonso, 
They have bereft ; and do pronovmce by me : 
Lingering perdition — worse than any death 
Can be at once — shall step by step attend 
You and your ways ; whose wraths to guard you from, — 
Which here, in this most desolate isle, else falls ^^ 

Upon your heads, — is nothing but heart-sorrow 
And a clear Uf e ensuing. 



65 dowle\ a particle of down ; the word is still used ia provincial English 
dialects. It is sometimes spelt "dowlne." 

79-8^ whose wraths . . , ensuing] The subject of the relative 
" whose " is "the seas and shores " and " all the creatures " of line 
74. The meaning is that delivery from their wraths can only come 
from heartfelt repentance and amended life hereafter. 
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He vanishes m thunder; then, to soft music, enter the Shapes 
again, and dance, with mocks and mows, and carrying out 
the table 

Pros. Bravely the figure of this harpy hast thou 
Perform' d, my Ariel; a grace it had, devouring: 
Of my instruction hast thou nothing bated 
In what thou hadst to say : so, with good Hf e 
And observation strange, my meaner ministers 
, Their several kinds have done. My high charms work. 
And these mine enemies are aU knit up 
In their distractions : they now are in my power ; ^^ 

And in these fits I leave them, while I visit 
Young Ferdinand, — whom they suppose is drown'd, — 
And his and mine loved darling. [Exit above. 

GoN. I' the name of something holy, sir, why stand you 
In this strange stare? 

Axon. O, it is monstrous, monstrous ! 

Methought the biUows spoke, and told me of it; 
The winds did sing it to me ; and the thunder. 
That deep and dreadful organ-pipe, pronounced 
The name of Prosper : it did bass my trespass. 
Therefore my son i' th' ooze is bedded ; and ^"^ 

I 'U seek him deeper than e'er plummet sounded. 
And with him there he mudded. [Eodt. 



83 figure] role, assumed part. Cf. Cymh., HI, iii, 96. 

86-87 vyith good life . . . strange] with presentation of their characters 

to the life, and rare attention to their several roles. 
96 of it] of my sin; "my trespass" of line 99, infra. 
99 bass ] Johnson's emendation of the Folio reading base. The meaning 

is that the thunder proclaimed my sin in bass notes. 
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Seb. But one fiend at a time, 

I '11 fight their legions o'er. 

AtSTT. I '11 be thy second. 

[^Exeunt Seb. and Ant. 

GoN. All three of them are desperate: their great 
guilt, 
Like poison given to work a great time after, 
Now 'gins to bite the spirits. I do beseech you, 
That are of suppler joints, follow them swiftly, 
And hinder them from what this ecstasy 
May now provoke them to. 

Ade. Follow, I pray you. [Exeunt. 



105 Like poison . . . after] It was believed that poisons could be so 

tempered as to operate a long time after their administration. 
108 ecstasy] fit of madness, frenzy. 
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ACT FOtniTH — SCENE I 

BEFORE PROSPEROUS CELL 

Enter Pkospeeo, FEEJjrNAND, amd Miranda 

Prospero 

[F I HAVE TOO Au- 
sterely punish'd you, 
Your compensation makes 
amends; for I 

Have given you here a third of 
mine own life. 

Or that for which I live; who 
once again 

I tender to thy hand: aU thy 
vexations 

Were but my trials of thy love, 
and thou 

Hast strangely stood the test: 
here, afore Heaven, 

I ratify this my rich gift. O Ferdinand, 

Do not smile at me that I boast her off, 

3 a third] Thus the Folios. The reading is not quite clear. Theobald 
substituted a thread,, on the ground that Prospero has no logical pre- 
text for calling Miranda a third of his life. But it may well be that 
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For thou shalt find she will outstrip aU praise, ^*^ 

And make it halt behind her 

Fee. I do beheve it 

Against an oracle. 

Pegs. Then, as my gift, and thine own acquisition 
Worthily purchased, take my daughter: but 
If thou dost break her virgin-knot before 
All sanctimonious ceremonies may 
With fuU and holy rite be minister'd. 
No sweet aspersion shall the heavens let fall 
To make this contract grow; but barren hate, 
Sour-eyed disdain and discord shall bestrew ^^ 

The union of your bed with weeds so loathly 
That you shall hate it both: therefore take heed. 
As Hymen's lamps shall hght you. 

Fer. As I hope 



he regards his life as made up of three parts — himself, his realm, and 
his daughter. In V, i, 311, infra, he declares at the end of the play 
that every third thought shall be his grave, a statement that confirms 
the triplicity of his interests. 

7 strangely] wonderfully. 

9 boast her off] Thus the Second and later Folios. The First Folio reads 
boast her of, vrhich has been interpreted as a careless transposition 
of boast of her. But "off" is often used adverbially as an intensi- 
tive, meaning "to the best advantage." Cf. the common phrase 
"come off," [i. e., turn out well]. 

13 gift] Rowe's correction of the erroneous Folio reading guest. 

16 sandimoniom] sacred, without the ironical intention, which often 
attached to it in Shakespeare's day, and invariably attaches to it now. 

18 aspersion] in the Latin sense of "sprinkling." 

23 As Hymen's lamps . . . you] According as Hymen's lamps shall 
guide you. Only follow the light of Hymen's lamps. 
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For quiet days, fair issue and long life. 

With such love as 't is now, the murkiest den, 

The most opportune place, the strong'st suggestion 

Our worser Genius can, shall never melt 

Mine honour into lust, to take away 

The edge of that day's celebration 

When I shall think, or Phcebus' steeds are f ounder'd, ^^ 

Or Night kept chain'd below. 

Pegs. Fairly spoke. 

Sit, then, and talk with her; she is thine own. 
What, Ariel! my industrious servant, Ariel 1 

Enter Akiei. 

Am. What would my potent master? here I am. 

Pegs. Thou and thy meaner fellows your last service 
Did worthily perform; and I must use you 
In such another trick. Go bring the rabble, 
O'er whom I give thee power, here to this place: 
Incite them to quick motion; for I must 
Bestow upon the eyes of this young couple ^^ 

Some vanity of mine art: it is my promise. 
And they expect it from me. 

Aei. Presently? 

Pegs. Ay, with a twink. 

26-27 the strong'st suggestion . . . can] the strongest temptation of which 

our worser genius is capable. 
30 Phcsbus' steeds are founder'd\ the general meaning is that the sun is 

at a standstill. "Foundering" was a recognised disease in horses, 

which rendered all movement impossible. 
37 rabble] the crew of meaner spirits. 
41 Some vanity] Some illusion. 
43 tinth a tmnk] in a twinkling. 
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Ari. Before you can say, " come," and " go," 
And breathe twice, and cry, " so, so," 
Each one, tripping on his toe, 
Wni be here with mop and mow. 
Do you love me, master? no? 
Pegs. Dearly, my delicate Ariel. Do not approach 
TlU thou dost hear me call. 
Ari. WeU, I conceive. lExit. 5° 

Pros. Look thou be true ; do not give dalliance 
Too much the rein : the strongest oaths are straw 
To the fire i' the blood : be more abstemious. 
Or else, good night your vow! 

Fee. I warrant you, sir ; 

The white cold virgin snow upon my heart 
Abates the ardour of my liver. 

Pegs. WeU. 

Now come, my Ariel! bring a corollary. 
Rather than want a spirit: appear, and pertly! 
No tongue I aU eyes ! be silent. [Soft music. 

Enter Iris 

Iris. Ceres, most bounteous lady, thy rich leas 60 
Of wheat, rye, barley, vetches, oats, and pease; 
Thy turfy mountains, where live nibbling sheep, 
And flat meads thatch'd with stover, them to keep; 



47 vrith mop and mow] with gibbering grimace. 

67 a corollary] a surplus, more than is sufficient; this is the meanmg 

assigned by Cotgrave to the French word eorolaire. 
61 vetches] Capell's correction of the Folio reading fetches, which gives 

the common provincial pronunciation of the word. 
63 stouter] coarse grass used for thatching. Cf. Drayton's Polyolhwn, 

Song 25 : "To draw out sage and reed for thatch and stover fit." 
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Thy banks with pioned and twilled brims, 

Which spongy April at thy hest betrims, 

To make cold nymphs chaste crowns; and thy broom-groves. 

Whose shadow the dismissed bachelor loves. 

Being lass-lom; thy pole-clipt vineyard; 

And thy sea-marge, sterile and rocky-hard. 

Where thou thyself dost air; — the queen o' the sky, "^^ 

Whose watery arch and messenger am I, 

Bids thee leave these; and with her sovereign grace. 

Here on this grass-plot, in this very place. 

To come and sport : — her peacocks fly amain : 

Approach, rich Ceres, her to entertain. 

Enter Ceres 

Cee. Hail, many-colour 'd messenger, that neer 
Dost disobey the wife of Jupiter; 



64 pioned and twilled] Thus the Folios. The meaning is obscure. The 
line seems to describe the river-banks in winter or early spring before 
flowers adorn them, and when their brims or edges have been sub- 
jected to some agricultural operations in the way of ditching and 
banking which are indicated in the difficult words "pioned" and 
"twilled." "Pioned" may mean "dug out" or "raked with the 
spade." Cf. Hamlet, I, v, 163, "A worthy pioner [i. e., digger] " and 
Spenser's Faerie Queene, II, x, 63 : " painefuU pyonings [i. e., diggings]." 
"Twilled" might mean "hoed into ridges," like the lines on twilled 
cloth. The substitution of peonied, i. e., overgrown with peonies 
or marsh marigolds, is in conflict with the succeeding line, which 
makes it clear that the banks were not in flower at the "pioning " and 
"twilling" stage. 

66 chaste crowns] The reference seems to be to the "lady-smocks all silver 
white " (jL. L. L.,V, ii, 905), a common meadow plant with white 
flowers, which blossoms in "spongy [i. e., rainy] April." 
broom-groves] The reference is to a species of broom known to botanists, 
as Spartium scoparium, which grows to a considerable height. 

68 pole-clipt] embraced or fenced about by poles. 
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Who, with thy saflFron wings, upon my flowers 

Diffusest honey-drops, refreshing showers; 

And with each end of thy blue bow dost crown 80 

My bosky acres and my unshrubb'd down. 

Rich scarf to my proud earth; — why hath thy queen 

Summon 'd me hither, to this short-grass'd green ? 

Iris. A contract of true love to celebrate; 
And some donation freely to estate 
On the blest lovers. 

Cer. Tell me, heavenly bow. 

If Venus or her son, as thou dost know. 
Do now attend the queen ? Since they did plot 
The means that dusky Dis my daughter got. 
Her and her blind boy's scandal'd company 90 

I have forsworn. 

Iris. Of her society 

Be not afraid: I met her Deity 
Cutting the clouds towards Paphos, and her son 
Dove-drawn with her. Here thought they to have done 
Some wanton charm upon this man and maid. 
Whose vows are, that no bed-right shall be paid 
Till Hymen's torch be lighted: but in vain; 
Mars's hot minion is returned again; 
Her waspish-headed son has broke his arrows, 
Swears he will shoot no more, but play with sparrows, lOO 

And be a boy right out. 



81 My hoshy . . . down] My wooded acres and bare downs. 
85 to estate] to settle. 

89 dusky Dis] The reference is to Pluto's rape of Proserpma, of which 

the story is told in Ovid's Metamorphoses, V, 359-550. There is 
another allusion to the story in Wint. Tale, IV, iv, 116-118. 

90 scandal'd] scandalous, disgraceful. 
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Cer. High'st queen of state. 

Great Juno, comes; I know her by her gait. 

Enter Jttno 

JtTNO. How does my bounteous sister ? Go with me 
To bless this twain, that they may prosperous be, 
And honour'd in their issue. [They sing: 

Juno. Honour, riches, marriage-blessing. 
Long continuance, and increasing. 
Hourly joys be still upon you! 
Juno sings her blessings on you. 

Cer. Earth's increase, foison plenty, IW 

Barns and gamers never empty; 
Vines with clustering bunches growing; 
Plants with goodly burthen bowing; 
Spring come to you at the farthest 
In the very end of harvest! 
Scarcity and want shall shun you; 
Ceres' blessing so is on you. 

Fer. This is a most majestic vision, and 
Harmonious charmingly. May I be bold 
To think these spirits? 

Pros. Spirits, which by mine art ^^o 

I have from their confines call'd to enact 
My present fancies. 

Fer. Let me Uve here ever; 



110 foison plenty] harvest in abundance. Cf. 11, i, 167, supra: "all 

foison, all abundance," and note. 
114i at the fart?iest] at the latest, when the harvest is over. 
119 charmingly] in magical fashion. 
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So rare a wonder'd father and a wise 
Makes this place Paradise. 

[Juno and Ceres whisper, and send Iris on employment, 
Pkos. Sweet, now, sUencel 

Juno and Ceres whisper seriously; 
There 's something else to do : hush, and be mute. 
Or else our spell is marr'd. 

Iris. You nymphs, call'd Naiads, of the windring brooks, 
With your sedged crowns and ever-harmless looks. 
Leave your crisp channels, and on this green land 130 

Answer your summons; Juno does command: 
Come, temperate nymphs, and help to celebrate 
A contract of true love; be not too late. 

Enter certain Nymphs 

You sunbum'd sicklemen, of August weary. 
Come hither from the furrow, and be merry: 
Make holiday; your rye-straw hats put on. 
And these fresh nymphs encounter every one 
In country footing. 

Enter certam Reapers, properly habited: they join with the 
Nymphs in a graceful dance; towards the end whereof 
PaosPEBO starts suddenly, and speaJcs; after which, to a 
strange, hollow, and confused noise, they heavily vanish 

Pros. [Aside] I had forgot that foul conspiracy 
Of the beast Cahban and his confederates i*^ 



123 So rare a wonder'd father] a father able to perform such rare wonders. 
128 windring] apparently "winding." Thus the Folios. Steevens sub- 

stituted wandring. 
130 cris-p] with the water curled or rippled by the breeze. 
138 fooling] dance. 
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Against my life: the minute of their plot 
Is almost come. {_To the Spirits.] Well done! avoid; no 
morel 

Fer. This is strange: your father 's in some passion 
That works him strongly. 

Mir. Never till this day 

Saw I him touch'd with anger so distemper'd. 

Pros. You do look, my son, in a moved sort. 
As if you were dismay'd: be cheerful, sir. 
Our revels now are ended. These our actors, 
As I foretold you, were aU spirits, and 
Are melted into air, into thin air: ^^** 

And,| hke the baseless fabric of this vision, 
The cloud-capp'd towers, the gorgeous palaces, 
The solemn temples, the great globe itself, 
Yea, aU which it inherit, shaU dissolve. 
And, like this insubstantial pageant faded. 
Leave not a rack behind^! We. are such stuff 
As dreams are made onj and our Httle life 
Is rounded with a sleep. Sir, I am vex'd; 
Bear with my weakness; my old brain is troubled: 

142 avoid] begone. 

145 in a moved sort] in a troubled state. 

154 all which it inherit] all the things which possess or occupy the globe. 
Cf. Matthew v, 5: "For they shall inherit the earth." 

156 a rack] a wreath of cloud, a bank of light cloud. Cf. Bacon's Sylva 
Sylvarum, Cent, ii, § 115 : "the clouds above, which we call the rack, 
and are not perceived below." "Rack" is philologically connected 
with "reek," i. e., smoke. The suggested change wreck has nothing 
to commend it. 

157 made ori] still a colloquial usage for "made of." 

158 rounded] rounded off, finished. 
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Be not disturb'd with my infirmity: 
If you be pleased, retire into my cell. 
And there repose : a turn or two I '11 walk, 
To stiU my beating mind. 

Fee. Mir. We wish your peace. [Exeunt. 

Pegs. Come with a thought. I thank thee, Ariel : come. 
Enter Aeeei, 

Afii. Thy thoughts I cleave to. What 's thy pleasure ? 

Pros. Spirit, 

We must prepare to meet with CaUban. 

Ari. Ay, my commander: when I presented Ceres, 
I thought to have told thee of it; but I fear'd 
Lest I might anger thee. 

Pegs. Say again, where didst thou leave these varlets? 

Ari. I told you, sir, they were red-hot with drinking; 
So fuU of valour that they smote the air ^^^ 

For breathing in their faces; beat the ground 
For kissing of their feet ; yet always bending 
Towards their project. Then I beat my tabor; 
At which, like unback'd colts, they prick'd their ears. 
Advanced their eyeUds, hfted up their noses 
As they smelt music: so I charm'd their ears. 
That, calf-hke, they my lowing foUow'd through 
Tooth'd briers, sharp furzes, pricking goss, and thorns, ^^'^ 

164 ivith a thought] quick as thought. 

166 meet with] encounter, counteract. 

167 presented] presented the part of. 

176 unback'd colts] colts that never have been ridden. 

177 Advanced] Raised. Cf. I, ii, 408, supra, and note. 

180 goss] gorse. Similarly a waterfall in the English Lake Country is 
called indifferently both "force" and "foss." 
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Which enter'd their frail shins : at last I left them 
I' the filthy-mantled pool beyond your cell, 
There dancing up to the chins, that the foul lake 
O'erstunk their feet. 

Pegs. This was well done, my bird. 

Thy shape invisible retain thou still: 
The trumpery in my house, go bring it hither. 
For stale to catch these thieves. 

Aei. I go, I go. [Exit. 

Pegs. A devil, a born devU, on whose nature 
Nurture can never stick; on whom my pains. 
Humanely taken, all, all lost, quite lost; 
And as with age his body uglier grows, 
So his mind cankers. I will plague them all. 
Even to roaring. ' 

Re-enter Akiex, loaden with glistering apparel, ^c. 
Come, hang them on this line. 

Pkospeko and Ariel remain, irmsible. Enter Caliban, 
Stephano, and Trincxjlo', all wet 

Cal. Pray you, tread softly, that the blind mole may 
not 
Hear a foot fall : we now are near his cell. 



X90 



186-187 The trumpery . . . stale] The gaudy apparel, which is to be used 

as "stale," i. e., decoy or lure. 
189 Nurture . . . stick] Education or training can never adhere to. 
193 line] line tree or linden. Cf. V, i, 10, infra, "the line-grove which 

weather-fends your [i. e., Prospero's] cell." In line 234, infra, 

Stephano addresses the tree as "mistress line," and puns on the word 

in the succeeding Imes 235, 238, 242. 
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Ste. Monster, your fairy, which you say is a harmless 
fairy, has done little better than played the Jack with us. 

Trin. Monster, I do smell all horse-piss ; at which my 
nose is in great indignation, 

Ste. So is mine. Do you hear, monster? If I should 
take a displeasure against you, look you, — ^"^ 

Trin. Thou wert but a lost monster. 

Cal. Good my lord, give me thy favour still. 
Be patient, for the prize I '11 bring thee to 
Shall hoodwink this mischance: therefore speak softly. 
All 's hush'd as midnight yet. 

Trin, Ay, but to lose our bottles in the pool, — 

Ste. There is not only disgrace and dishonour in that, 
monster, but an infinite loss. 

Trin. That 's more to me than my wetting : yet this is 
your harmless fairy, monster. 211 

Ste. I will fetch off my bottle, though I be o'er ears 
for my labour. 

Cal. Prithee, my king, be quiet. See'st thou here. 
This is the mouth o' the cell : no noise, and enter. 
Do that good mischief which may make this island 
Thine own for ever, and I, thy Caliban, 
For aye thy foot-licker. 

Ste. Give me thy hand. I do begin to have bloody 
thoughts. 220 

Trin. O King Stephano ! Opeer! O worthy Stephano ! 
look what a wardrobe here is for thee ! 

197 -played the Jack] played the fool or knave. Cf. Much Ado, I, i, 157: 

"play the floutmg Jack." 
205 hoodwink] put out of sight. 

221-222 O King Stephano . . . wardrobe] An allusion to the old popular 
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Cal,. Let it alone, thou fool; it is but trash. 

Trin. O, ho, monster! we know what belongs to a 
frippery, O King Stephano! 

Ste. Put off that gown, Trinculo ; by this hand, I 'U 
have that gown. 

Trin. Thy Grace shall have it, 

Cal. The dropsy drown this fool! what do you mean 
To dote thus on such luggage? Let 's alone, ^^^ 

And do the murder first : if he awake, 
From toe to crown he 'U fiU our skins with pinches. 
Make us strange stuff. 

Ste. Be you quiet, monster. Mistress line, is not this 
my jerkin? Now is the jerkin under the line: now, 
jerkin, you are like to lose your hair, and prove a bald 
jerkin. 

Trin. Do, do : we steal by line and level, an 't like your 
Grace. ^^^ 

Ste. I thank thee for that jest; here's a garment 
for 't : wit shall not go unrewarded while I am king of 

ballad called Take thy Old Cloak ahoid Thee, of which a stanza con- 
cerning King Stephen's scanty wardrobe begins, "King Stephen was 
a worthy peer, His breeches cost him but a crown." The stanza about 
King Stephen is quoted in Othello, II, iii, 82-89. The whole ballad 
appears in Percy's Reliques (ed. 1876, Vol. I, pp. 195-198). 

225 frippery] old clothes shop. 

234 Mistress line] Addressed to the line or linden tree, on which the 
clothes are hung. Cf. 193, supra, and note. The word "line" is 
jestingly used at 235 for the equinoctial line, in crossing which the 
voyagers were often reported to suffer loss of hair, owing to fever 
or other violent distemper. 

238 line and level] according to rule ; a common phrase, which continues 
the quibbling on the word "line." 
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this country. " Steal by line and level " is an excellent 
pass of pate; there 's another garment for 't. 

Trin. Monster, come, put some lime upon your 
fingers, and away with the rest. 

Cal. I wiU have none on 't : we shall lose our time, 
And aU be turn'd to barnacles, or to apes 
With foreheads viUanous low. 

Ste. Monster, lay-to your fingers: help to bear this 
away where my hogshead of wine is, or I '11 turn you out 
of my kingdom: go to, carry this. ^^^ 

Trin. And this. 

Ste. Ay, and this. 

A noise of hunters heard. Enter divers Spirits, in shape of dogs 
and hounds, hunting them about; Peospeuo and Akiei 
setting them on 

Pros. Hey, Moimtain, hey! 

Ari. Silver! there it goes. Silver! 

Pros. Fury, Fury! there, Tyrant, there! hark, hark! 

[Cal., Ste., and Trim, are driven out. 
Go charge my goblins that they grind their joints 
With dry convulsions ; shorten up their sinews 



248-243 foss of pate] thrust of wit. "Pass' is a technical fencing time. 

244 lime] bird lime, to which things stick. 

247 barnacles] The shell-fish of that name were popularly reputed to 
develop into geese. The word was applied indifferently to both shell- 
fish and geese. Caliban uses it in the latter sense. 

265 Silver] This name is also applied to a hoimd in T. of Shrew, Induc- 
tion, I, 17. 

258 dry conwlaioru] convulsions due to morbid dryness of the joints. 
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With aged cramps; and more pinch-spotted make them 
' Than pard or cat o' mountain. 

Ari. Hark, they roar! ^eo 

Pegs. Let them be hunted soundly. At this hour 

Lie at my mercy all mine enemies : 

Shortly shall aU my labours end, and thou 

Shalt have the air at freedom: for a little 

Follow, and do me service. [Exeunt. 



259 aged cramps] Cf . I, ii, 369, old cramps, cramps incident to the aged. 

260 cat o' mountain] A term applied by contemporary authors both to 
the leopard and the wild cat. 
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ACT FIFTH— SCENE I 
BEFORE THE CELL OF PROSPERO 

Enter Prospero in his magic robes, and Aktkt. 
Peospeeo 

^ OW DOES MY PROJECT 

gather to a head: 




'i^^^ My charms crack not; my spirits 
'^)!^ obey; and time 



Am. 



n Goes upright with his carriage. 



How 's the day? 

Am. On the sixth hour; at 
which time, my lord, 
You said our work should cease. 

Pegs. I did say so. 

When first I raised the tempest. 
Say, my spirit, 

How fares the king and 's fol- 
lowers? 

Confined together 



In the same fashion as you gave in charge, 

2 crack noi\ have no flaw. 

3 Goes upright . . . carriage] Walks upright with what he has to cany, 

does not bend under his load. 
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Just as you left them; all prisoners, sir, 

In the line-grove which weather-fends your cell; ^^ 

They cannot budge tiU your release. The king, 

His brother, and yours, abide aU three distracted. 

And the remainder mourning over them. 

Brimful of sorrow and dismay; but chiefly 

Him that you term'd, sir, " The good old lord, Gonzalo ; " 

His tears run down his beard, like winter's drops 

From eaves of reeds. Your charm so strongly works 'em. 

That if you now beheld them, your affections 

Would become tender. 

Pegs. Dost thou think so, spirit? 

Am. Mine would, sir, were I human. 

Pegs. And mine shall. ^° 

Hast thou, which art but air, a touch, a feeling 
Of their afflictions, and shall not myself. 
One of their kind, that relish all as sharply. 
Passion as they, be kindlier moved than thou art? 
Though with their high wrongs I am struck to the 

quick. 
Yet with my nobler reason 'gainst my fury 
Do I take part : the rarer action is 
In virtue than in vengeance: they being penitent, 
The sole drift of my purpose doth extend 



10 line-grove . . . weather-fends] grove of lines or linden-trees which 

protects from the weather. Cf. IV, i, 193, supra, and note. 

11 your release] release (of them) by you. 

17 eaves of reeds] edge of a roof made of reeds. 

23-24 that relish . . . as they] who have the same quick sensibility, are 
moved by the same passion as they. 
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Not a frown further. Go release them, Ariel: ^^ 

My charms I 'U break, their senses I '11 restore, 
And they shall be themselves. 

Ari. I '11 fetch them, sir. \_Emt. 

Pegs. Ye elves of hills, brooks, standing lakes, and 
groves; 
And ye that on the sands with printless foot 
Do chase the ebbing Neptune, and do fly him 
When he comes back; you demi-puppets that 
By moonshine do the green sour ringlets make. 
Whereof the ewe not bites ; and you whose pastime 
Is to make midnight mushrooms, that rejoice 
To hear the solemn curfew; by whose aid — *" 

Weak masters though ye be — I have bedimm'd 
The noontide sun, caU'd forth the mutinous winds. 
And 'twixt the green sea and the azured vault 
Set roaring war : to the dread rattling thunder 
Have I given fire, and rifted Jove's stout oak 
With his own bolt ; the strong-based promontory 



33 Ye elves of hills] Shakespeare in this speech closely follows Golding's 
translation of Medea's invocation in Ovid's Metamorphoses, YU, 197- 
219. 

36 demi-puppets] dwarf-puppets, tiny elves. Cf. Prospero's reference 

to Ariel's "meaner fellows" (TV, i, 35, supra) and "weak masters" 
(line 41, infra). 

37 green sour ringlets] ringlets of grass, commonly called "fairy rings," 

of which the colour is a deeper green than usual, and the taste is 
reputed to be sour. 

40 the solemn curfew] the signal of the beginning of night. 

41 Weak makers] Puny controllers of magical power. Cf . " demi- 

puppets " (line 36, supra). 
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Have I made shake, and, by the spurs pluck'd up 

The pine and cedar: graves at my command 

Have waked their sleepers, oped, and let 'em forth 

By my so potent art. But this rough magic ^^ 

I here abjure; and, when I have required 

Some heavenly music, — which even now I do, — 

To work mine end upon their senses, that 

This airy charm is for, I '11 break my staff. 

Bury it certain fathoms in the earth. 

And deeper than did ever plummet sound 

I '11 drown my book. \^Sohmn music. 

Re-enter Aeiel before: then AtoNSO, with a frantic gesture, 
attended by Gonzalo; Sebastian and Antonio m like 
manner, attended by Adrian and Francisco: they all 
enter the circle which Peospeho had made, and there stand 
charmed; which PaosPEao observing, speaks: 

A solemn air, and the best comforter 

To an unsettled fancy, cure thy brains, 

Now useless, boU'd within thy skull! There stand, ^^ 

For you are speU-stopp'd. 

Holy Gonzalo, honourable man, 



47 spurs] the longest roots of trees. Cf. Cymb., IV, ii, 58-59: "grief 

and patience, rooted in him both. Mingle their spurs together," and 

note. 
51 required] asked for. 
59-60 brains . . . boil'd] brains . . . overexcited, unbalanced. Cf. 

Wint. Tale, III, iii, 63: boiled brains, and note. 
62 Holy] Just, good. Cf. Wint. Tale, V, i, 170: "You have a holy 

father." 
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Mine eyes, even sociable to the show of thine. 
Fall feUowly drops. The charm dissolves apace; 

^And as the morning steals upon the night. 
Melting the darkness, so their rising senses 

' Begin to chase the ignorant fmnes that mantle 
Their clearer reason. O good Gtonzalo, 
My true preserver, and a loyal sir 

Tohim thou foUow'stI I -will pay thy graces ''^ 

Home both in word and deed. Most cruelly 
Didst thou, Alonso, use me and my daughter: 
Thy brother was a furtherer in the act. 
Thou art pinch'd for 't now, Sebastian. Flesh and blood, 
You, brother mine, that entertain'd ambition, 
ExpeU'd remorse and nature; who, with Sebastian, — 
Whose inward pinches therefore are most strong, — 
Would here have ldll'd.your king; I do forgive thee. 
Unnatural though thou art. Their understanding 
Begins to swell; and the approaching tide ^'^ 

WUl shortly fill the reasonable shore, 
That now lies foul and muddy. Not one of them 
That yet looks on me, or would know me : Ariel, 
Fetch me the hat and rapier in my cell: 
I will disease me, and myself present 
As I was sometime Milan: quickly, spirit; 
Thou shalt ere long be free. 

63 sociable to . . . thine] sympathetic with the feeling which thme eyes 

betray. 
76 remorse and nature] pity and natural affection. 
79-80 Ttieir understanding . . . sweU] Their consciousness (which had 

ebbed to the lowest point) is turning towards full tide. 
81 reasonable shore] shore of reason. 
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Aeiei. sings and helps to attire Mm 

Where the bee sucks, there suck I: 

In a cowslip's bell I lie; 

There I couch when owls do cry. 90 

On the bat's back I do fly 

After summer merrily. 
Merrily, merrily shall I live now 
Under the blossom that hangs on the bough. 

Peos. Why, that 's my dainty Ariel ! I shall miss thee ; 
^But yet thou shalt have freedom : so, so, so. 
To the king's ship, invisible as thou art : 
There shalt thou find the mariners asleep 
Under the hatches; the master and the boatswain 
Being awake, enforce them to this place, ^"^ 

And presently, I prithee. 

Am. I drink the air before me, and return 
Or ere your pulse twice beat. [Exit. 

GoN. All torment, trouble, wonder and amazement 
Inhabits here : some heavenly power guide us 
Out of this fearful country! 

Pegs. Behold, sir king. 

The wronged Duke of MUan, Prospero : 
For more assurance that a living prince 
Does now speak to thee, I embrace thy body; 

88-94 Where- the bee sucks . . . hangs on the bough] This song is 
printed with the music in Wilson's Cheerjvll Ayres or Ballads 
(Oxford, 1660). The music is there assigned to R. Johnscm, a well- 
known composer of Shakespeare's day. Cf. Ariel's song, "Full 
fathom five," I, ii, 396-404, supra. 

92 After summer] In pursuit of summer. 
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And to thee and thy company I bid "° 

A hearty welcome. 

Alon. Whether thou be'st he or no. 

Or some enchanted trifle to abuse me. 
As late I have been, I not know : thy pulse 
Beats, as of flesh and blood ; and, since I saw thee. 
The affliction of my mind amends, with which, 
I fear, a madness held me : this must crave — 
An if this be at all — a most strange story. 
Thy dukedom I resign, and do entreat 
Thou pardon me my wrongs. — But how should Prospero 
Be living and be here ? 

Pkos. First, noble friend, ^^^ 

Let me embrace thine age, whose honour cannot 
Be measured or confined. 

GoN. Whether this be 

Or be not, I '11 not swear. 

Pkos. You do yet taste 

Some subtilties o' the isle, that will not let you 
Believe things certain. Welcome, my friends all ! 
[Aside to Seb. and Ant.] But you, my brace of lords, were 

I so minded, 
I here could pluck his Highness' frown upon you. 
And justify you traitors : at this time 
I will tell no tales. 



112 enchanted trifle] trick of enchantment. 

117 An if this be at all\ If there be reality in all this. 

124 subtillies] deceptions, or illusions. The word was specifically applied 

to devices in pastry and confectionery, a circumstance which explains 

Prospero 's use of the word "taste." 
128 jvMify\ prove. 
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Seb. [Aside] The devil speaks in him. 

Pros. No. 

For you, most wicked sir, whom to call brother ^^^ 

Would even infect my mouth, I do forgive 
Thy rankest fault, — aU of them; and require 
My dukedom of thee, which perforce, I know, 
Thou must restore. 

Axon. If thou be'st Prospero, 

Give us particulars of thy preservation ; 
How thou hast met us here, who three hours since 
Were vpreck'd upon this shore; where I have lost — 
How sharp the point of this remembrance is ! — 
My dear son Ferdinand. 

Pros. I am woe for 't, sir. 

Alon. Irreparable is the loss; and patience ^^" 

Says it is past her cure. 

Pegs. I rather think 

You have not sought her help, of whose soft grace 
For the like loss I have her sovereign aid. 
And rest myself content. 

Alon. You the like loss! 

Pros. As great to me as late; and, supportable 
To make the dear loss, have I means much weaker 
Than you may call to comfort you, for I 
Have lost my daughter. 

Axon. A daughter? 

O heavens, that they were Uving both in Naples, 
The king and queen there! that they were, I wish ^^^ 



145-146 As great . . . loss] As great to me as it is recent; and, to make 
this bitter loss bearable, etc. 
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Myself were mudded in that oozy bed 

Where my son lies. When did you lose your daughter? 

Pros. In this last tempest. I perceive, these lords 
At this encounter do so much admire. 
That they devour their reason, and scarce think 
Their eyes do offices of truth, their words 
Are natural breath: but, howsoe'er you have 
Been justled from your senses, know for certain 
That I am Prospero, and that very duke 
Which was thrust forth of Milan; who most strangely ^^^ 
Upon this shore, where you were wreck'd, was 

landed. 
To be the lord on 't. No more yet of this ; 
For 't is a chronicle of day by day. 
Not a relation for a breakfast, nor 
Befitting this first meeting. Welcome, sir; 
This ceE 's my court: here have I few attendants, 
And subjects none abroad: pray you, look in. 
My dukedom since you have given me again, 
I wiU requite you with as good a thing ; 
At least bring forth a wonder, to content ye ^'^'^ 

As much as me my dukedom. 

Here Prospero discovers Ferdinand and Miuanda playing 

at chess 

MiB. Sweet lord, you play me false. 
Fee. No, my dear'st love, 

I would not for the world. 



157 Are natural breath] Come from human beings. 
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Mir. Yes, for a score of kingdoms you should wrangle, 
And I would caU it fair play. 

Alon. If this prove 

A vision of the island, one dear son 
Shall I twice lose. 

Seb. a most high miracle!/ 

Fer. Though the seas threaten, they are merciful; 
I have cursed them without cause. [Kneels. 

Alon. Now all the blessings 

Of a glad father compass thee about! ^^^ 

Arise, and say how thou camest here. 

Mir. O, wonder! 

How many goodly creatures are there here ! 
How beauteous mankind is! O brave new world, 
That has such people in 't ! 

Pros. 'T is new to thee. 

Axon. What is this maid with whom thou wast at 
play? 
Your eld'st acquaintance cannot be three hours : 
Is she the goddess that hath sever'd us. 
And brought us thus together? 

Fer. Sir, she is mortal; 

But by immortal Providence she 's mine : 
I chose her when I could not ask my father ^®° 

For his advice, nor thought I had one. She 
Is daughter to this famous Duke of MUan, 



174-175 Yes, . . . fair play] The meaning required is: "Should you win 
a stake of twenty kingdoms by cheating me at the game, I would call 
it fair play." "Wrangle " is employed in the unusual sense of "com- 
- pete by unworthy means." 
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Of whom so often I have heard, renown, 
But never saw before ; of whom I have 
Received a second hf e ; and second father 
This lady makes him to me. 

Axon. I am hers : 

But, O, how oddly wiU it sound that I 
Must ask my child forgiveness ! 

Pros. There, sir, stop: 

Let us not burthen our remembrances with 
A heaviness that 's gone. 

GoN. I have inly wept, ^^ 

Or should have spoke ere this. Look down, you gods, 
And on this couple drop a blessed crown ! 
For it is you that have chalk'd forth the way 
Which brought us hither. 

Axon. I say. Amen, Gonzalo! 

GoN. Was Milan thrust from Milan, that his issue 
Should become kings of Naples? O, rejoice 
Beyond a common joy! and set it down 
With gold on lasting pillars: In one voyage 
Did Claribel her husband find at Tunis, 
And Ferdinand, her brother, found a wife ^^^ 

Where he himself was lost, Prospero his dukedom 
In a poor isle, and all of us ourselves 
When no man was his own. 

Axon, [to Fer. and Mir.] Give me your hands: 
Let grief and sorrow still embrace his heart 
That doth not wish you joy! 

GoN. Be it so! Amen! 



213 When no man . . . own] At a time when no one was in his senses. 
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Re-enter Ariel, tenth the Master and Boatswain amazedly 

fdUowing 

O, look, sir, look, sirl here is more of us: 

I prophesied, if a gallows were on land, 

This fellow could not drown. Now, blasphemy, 

That swear' st grace o'erboard, not an oath on shore? 

Hast thou no mouth by land? What is the news? ^^^ 

Boats. The best news is, that we have safely found 
Our king and company; the next, our ship — 
Which, but three glasses since, we gave out split — 
Is tight and yare and bravely rigg'd, as when 
We first put out to sea. 

Aei. \_Aside to Pros.'\ Sir, aU this service 
Have I done since I went. 

Pros. [Aside to ArLI My tricksy spirit! 

Alon. These are not natural events ; they strengthen 
From strange to stranger. Say, how came you 
hither? 

Boats. If I did think, sir, I were well awake, 
I 'Id strive to tell you. We were dead of sleep, ^^° 

And — how we know not — all clapp'd under hatches; 
Where, but even now, with strange and several 

noises 
Of roaring, shrieking, howling, jingling chains. 
And mo diversity of sounds, aU horrible, 



'iiS three glasses] Shakespeare means "three hours." Cf. line 186, JMpro. 

Seamen's sand-glasses really marked the half hours; cf. I, ii, 240, 

supra, and note. 
824 yare] fit, ready. Cf. I, i, 3, supra, "fall to't, yarely." 
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We were awaked; straightway, at liberty; 
Where we, in all her trim, freshly beheld 
Our royal, good, and gallant ship; our master 
Capering to eye her: — on a trice, so please you, 
Even in a dream, were we divided from them, 
And were brought moping hither. 

Am. [Aside to Pros.] Was 't well done? ^40 

Pegs. \_Aside to AH.] Bravely, my diligence. Thou 
shalt be free. 

Axon. This is as strange a maze as e'er men trod; 
And there is in this business more than nature 
Was ever conduct of : some oracle 
Must rectify our knowledge. 

Pegs. Sir, my liege. 

Do not infest your mind with beating on 
The strangeness of this business; at pick'd leisure 
Which shall be shortly, single I 'U resolve you. 
Which to you shall seem probable, of every 
These happen'd accidents ; till when, be cheerful, ^50 

And think of each thing well. [Aside to Ari.] Come hither, 

spirit: 
Set Caliban and his companions free; 
Untie the speU. [Exit Ariel.J How fares my gracious 

sir? 
There are yet missing of your company 
Some few odd lads that you remember not. 



237 royal] See note on Merck, of Ven., Ill, ii, 241. 

238 Capering to eye her] Skippmg about at sight of her. 

244 conduct] conductor, guide. Cf. Rom. and Jul., V, iii, 116: "Come 
bitter condud, come, unsavoury guide." 
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Re-enter Aeiel, drvaing m Caliban, Stephano, and TaiNcuLO, 
m their stolen apparel 

Ste. Every man shift for all the rest, and let no man 
take care for himself; for all is but fortune. — Coragio, 
bully-monster, coragio! 

Trin. If these be true spies which I wear in my head, 
here 's a goodly sight. ^^^ 

Cal,. O Setebos, these be brave spirits indeed! 
How fine my master is! I am afraid 
He will chastise me. 

See. Ha, ha! 

What things are these, my lord Antonio? 
Will money buy 'em? 

Ant. Very hke; one of them 

Is a plain fish, and, no doubt, marketable. 

Pros. Mark but the badges of these men, my lords, 
Then say if they be true. This mis-shapen knave. 
His mother was a witch; and one so strong 
That could control the moon, make flows and ebbs, ^^° 

And deal in her command, without her power. 
These three have robb'd me; and this demi-devil — 
For he 's a bastard one — had plotted with them 
To take my hf e. Two of these fellows you 
Must know and own; this thing of darkness I 
Acknowledge mine. 

Cajl. I shall be pinch'd to death. 

Axon. Is not this Stephano, my drunken butler? 



271 And deal . . . power] And exercise the moon's own powers of con- 
trol, while remaining outside the limits of her sovereignty. 
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Seb. He is drunk now: where had he wine? 

Al,on. And Trinculo is reeling ripe: where should they 
Find this grand hquor that hath gilded 'em? — ^^^ 

How earnest thou in this pickle? 

Trin. I have been in such a pickle, since I saw you 
last, that, I fear me, will never out of my bones: I 
shall not fear fly-blowing. 

Seb. Why, how now, Stephano ! 

Ste. O, touch me not; — I am not Stephano, but a 
cramp. 

Pros. You 'Id be king o' the isle, sirrah? 

Ste. I should have been a sore one, then. 

Alon. This is a strange thing as e'er I look'd on. 

[Poimtmg to Caliban. 

Pros. He is as disproportion'd in his manners ^^^ 

As in his shape. Go, sirrah, to my cell; 
Take with you your companions ; as you, look 
To have my pardon, trim it handsomely. 

CAii. Ay, that I will; and I '11 be wise hereafter. 
And seek for grace. What a thrice-double ass 
Was I, to take this drunkard for a god, 
And worship this dull fool! 

Pros. Go to; away! 

Alon. Hence, and bestow your luggage where you 
found it. 

Seb. Or stole it, rather. \^Exetmt Cd., Ste., and Trin. 



279 reeling Wpe] ripe for reeling (in drunkenness). 

280 gilded] a slang term for "made drunk." 

284 shall not fear fly-blovnng] pickling was a preservative against "fly- 
blowing [i. e. putrefaction by flies]." 
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SCENE 1 THE TEMPEST 

Pegs. Sir, I invite your Highness and your train ^°° 
To my poor cell, where you shall take your rest 
For this one night; which, part of it, I '11 waste 
With such discourse as, I not doubt, shall make it 
Go quick away: the story of my hfe. 
And the particular accidents gone by 
Since I came to this isle : and in the morn 
I 'II bring you to your ship, and so to Naples, 
Where I have hope to see the nuptial 
Of these our dear-beloved solemnized; 
And thence retire me to my Milan, where ^^^ 

Every third thought shall be my grave. 

Alon. I long 

To hear the story of your life, which must 
Take the ear strangely. 

Pegs. I '11 deliver all; 

And promise you calm seas, auspicious gales, 
And saQ so expeditious, that shall catch 
Your royal fleet far off. [Aside to Ari.'\ My Ariel, chick. 
That is thy charge: then to the elements 
Be free, and fare thou welll Please you, draw near. 

[ExettMt. 
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THE TEMPEST act v 

EPILOGUE 

SPOKEN BY PROSPERO 

Now my charms are all o'erthrown, 
I And what strength I have 's mine own. 
Which is most faint: now, 'tis true, 
I must be here confined by you, 
Or sent to Naples, Let me not, 
Since I have my dukedom got. 
And pardon'd the deceiver, dwell 
In this bare island by your spell; 
But release me from my bands 
With the help of your good hands : 
Gentle breath of yours my sails 
Must fill, or else my project fails. 
Which was to please. Now I want 
Spirits to enforce, art to enchant; 
And my ending is despair. 
Unless I be relieved by prayer, 
Which pierces so, that it assaults 
Mercy itself, and frees all faults. 
As you from crimes would pardon'd be. 
Let your indulgence set me free. ^^ 



10 



10 With the help . . . hands\ With your applause; noise was held to 

dissolve a spell. 
18 Mercy itself ] The Deity. 
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